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AN 

Alphabetical TABLE 

OF THE 

SONGS 

Contain'd in this 

BOOK. 

A Pag. 

AS Amoret and Thyrsis lay, 30 

As unconcerti^d and free as Air^ 33 

As I am a Sailor y 41 

And nawy now the Duk^s March^ 47 

Aiirelia now one Moment losty 48 

After the pangs of fierce Desire ^ 78 

A Pox on the Fooly 119 

A Young Man lately in our Town, 180 

AJt Joy to Mortals, 181 

A Pox on the Times, 184 

A Pox on such Fools f let the 186 

As Cupid many Ages past, 1 88 

All Christians that have Ears to hear, 202 

As tU Noon Dulcina rested, 206 

A Dean and Prebendary, 213 
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A World thafs full of Fools /mdiiad'tnen^ 229 

Astutus Constabularius^ 237 

Amor est Pegma, 239 

Abroad as' I was walkings I*spyd 247 

A Pedlar proud as I heard tell^ 248 

A Young Man and a Maid^ ^ 251 

All own the Young Sylvia is 261 
A Swain in despair^ , ^ 262 

As I cahte Awn^the hey Land Town, - < . . 275 
AyollyyoungCtocexofLx>ndioxiTo^fmj , 286 

As it befel upon one time, 289 

A Taylor good Lord, in the Time of Vacation, 292 

A Comely Dame of Islington, 296 

Ah I how happy s he, 303 

A Little Love may prove a Pleasure, 307 

AttheChaHgea^fviasa^alking,f'' ' ? 324 

All you that must take a Ufipin the Dark, ' 327 

Alpnonzo, if you Sir, " 339 

A Worthy Ldndon Prentice, 342 

At the break of Afoxmng light^ - :, 357 
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B^eLi^T^Pl's pretty, pretty pleasing Fort, 
'filush not relUer th^n the Mgming, 



II 

— , ^ ^ «, 195 

Banish n^- Lydia these " 203 

Beauty, like Kingdoms not for one, 217 

Beneath a cool Shade AmaryUis 270 

Boasting Fops who court the Fair, 314 



COME her^s a good'Health, ., 6 

Cupid make your Virgins tender, 17 

^miidi I excuse thy Face, 34 

O^oe found Love for his 'PsydxQ . . 49 

Cp)[ Belinda may discover, • 5? 

QDrinna *tisyou that I Love, 54 

Co^ buy my Greens and Flowers, . \" ' ' j^^ 

Cs^ia's bright Beauty all others transcend^ 157 

Come from the Temple, away to the Bed^ 19S 

Cpme all that are dtspoj^d 255 

(^oriSfCanyou \ 2^9 
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Kja^^Si be not too complying^ '306 

Clasfdin my dear Mel^nda's ArmSy 31S 

Cifme Caelia come^ lefs sit and 3^5 



DO not rumple my Top-knot^ 5 J 

Day was spent and Night 208 

Dear Catholick brother Vjf 

Dear Mother I am Transported^ 278 

Dispairing besides a elear stream^ 36^ 



"C RE Phillis with her looks did Jdlly 331 

..^ F ' 

FLY.fly ye lazy Hours, 24 

Fye Amaryllis, cease to grieve, 27 

Pairest Isle, all Isles excelling, 50 

Fye Jockey, never prattle, 77 

Forgive me Cloe if I dare, . 1 7$ 

Fortune is bUnd and Beauty unkind, 242 

/r^w Father Hopkins, ^ 24 J 

Fukle Bliss, fantastick Treasure, ' 259 

Fill the Glass fill, fill, . . 280 

Fdrewel my useless Scrip, 320 

i^/^j / /i<g^.?, / defie your Advances, 34^ 

F4rewelC\iioQ, Ofiirewel,. • ^ 36J 



/^ OD Prosper long our Gracious Queen, . 4 

\j Go,go,go,go falsest of thy Sex, ^ . 28^ 

Good morrow Gossip ]o^Xi, 315 

H . 

HO W long, how long shall I pine 14. 

Hang this whining way of Wooing 58 

Her^s the Summer sprightly, gay, 59 

How happy s the Husband, 73 

Having spent all my Coin, 16^ 

> . How 
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Haw happy y how happy is she, 176 

Hang the Presbyters Gill^ 182 

Honest Shepherd^ since 1 82 

How happy s that Husband who after 205 

How is the World transformed 257 

Hub ub, uby boo J 281 

Had I but Love, 304. 

How happy are we, 319 

Hear Chloe hear, 356 

How happy s he who weds a Wife, 370 

How Charming Phillis is, how Fair, 372 



IF I hear Orinda Swear, 2 1 

Just coming from Sea, 35 

If ever you mean to be kind, 75 

I know her false, y6 

I am come to lock all fast, 78 

In vain Clexnem^you bestow, 80 

If Wine be a Cordial ' 82 

I fain wou^d find a passing, 1391 

If I should go seek the 141 

/ seek no more to shady coverts, 166 

/ tryd in Parks and Plays, 1 73 

In a Flowry Myrtle Grove, " 196 

I am a Jolly Toper, 200 

ril tell you all, ooth great 233 

I am a cunning Constable, 236 

I Courted and Writ, 253 

ni tell thee Dick where I have 282 

I am a poor Shepherd undone, 284 

/ Love to Madness, rave f enjoy, 285 

P II press, Pll bless thee Charming 297 

Pm vext to think that Damon 317 

I have a Tenement to Let, 355 
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LET not Love, let not Love on me, 23 

Liberia's ail my Thought 51 

Let 
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Let Mary Uve long, g^ 

Lerinda complaineth that %c 

Lay by your Pleading, igi 

Lov^s Pov/r in my Heart 204 

Lefs wet the whistle of the 224 

Lefs Sing as one may say 226 

Lucinda has the d^el and all^ 23a 

Love is a Bauble, 238 

Lais when you 29? 

Lorenzo ^£7« amuse the Team, 302 

Lov^s Passion never knew 30c 

Let those Youths who Freedom 333 

Lavia would, but dare not venture^ 3 
Love, the sweets of Love, 



M 

MARLBOROUGH'S a brave Commander^ 9 

My dear Corinna^w me leave, 81 

May her blest Example chace, 97 

My Dear and only Love, 1 22 

My Nose is the largest of all l^l 

My Nose is the Flattest of all 132 

Mortals learn your Lives to 161 

Mirtillo, whilst you patch i6g 

My Friend thy Beauty 3oi 

Must Love, that Tyrant of the 315 

My Theodora can those Eyes, 337 

N 

NOW dry up thy Tears, ^ 

No, no, poor suffering Heart, go 

New Pyramid's raise, gg 

Never sigh, but think tf kissing, ibt 

Now, now the Q^eeti^s Health, ii6 

Noble King Lud, j-^ 

Now Tm resoli/d to Love no more 312 

Not your Eyes Melania move me, 322 

Now, now the Nighfs come, 340 

Now Jockey andUoggy are ready, 35^ 

O 

OHI my Panting, panting Heart, 25 

Over the Mountains, 35 

Oh 
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M haw Happy s he, ivhofroniy I05 

Qh I the mighty poix/r of Love ^ * .. 162. 

Oh the Charming Month oflUxf^ 344 

^A- Roger Pvebeen to see Eugene, 346 

Qf all the handsome Ladies y '34J^ 

*■;- F . V^. 

PHILLIS lay aside your Thinking^ 107 

Pish fye^yoi^re rude Sir, . 108 

V^i^Vii, I cannier forgive ity 187 

Poor Sa,ymey had marry da. JVifey 268 



for Gentlemen^ , 136 

Retire old Miser, * 209 

Richest Gift of lavish Nature, » 264 



S^^ met with a Country-tfum, '3t 

Stand clear, my Masters, 'tt 

Sometimes I am a Tapster new, 9it 

She went ApparelVd neat and fine, -§5 

iSiiy cruel Amoret, how long, iVii 

Such command der my Fate 113 

Sityou merry Gallants, 14^ 

Since Phillis swears Inconstancy, 194 

Some in the Town go betimes 197 

Suppose a Man does all he can, '21 5 

;Sprs sine visu, 244 

See bleeding at your Feet 3f 1 

Since Tonrs in the Chair, and every one here y^tx. 

Such a happy, happy. Life, 362. 



TO meet her Mars the Queen of Love, ' ' it^ 

Thus Damon knock d at Caslia's Door, . 37- 

The World is a Bubble and full of 38 

Through the cold shady Woods, 44 

The gordian Knot, .88 

There Dwelt a Widow in this Town, 9 j 

' J%ere 
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There was an Old Man^ i.oo 

There is a Thing which in the light io6 

Therms not a Swain, i lo 

Tormenting Beauty leave my Breast, 1 1 1 

Tell me why so long, 1 14 

' Tis a foolish mistake, 1 1 5 

Tell me, tell me, charmir^ 128 

Tho* thou'rt ugly and Om, 143 

Thc^ you make no return, 149 

The King is gone to Oxon Town, T$Z 

Thd I love and she knows it, i6y 

There was three Travellers, 177 

Troy had a breed of brave 2 1 8 

There's none so Pretty 222 

The Ordinance a-board 250 

That scornful Sylvia's Chains 260 

Tom Tinker's my true love, 26^* 

To you Fair Ladies now at Land, 272 

Then come kind Damon come 323 

The Night is come that will, 330 

Therms a new set of Rakes, 330 

Thd Begging is an Honest Trade, 33^ 

The Rosey Mom lukes blith and Gay 360 

The Restauration now's theWord, 361 

U 

UNDERNEATH the Castle Wall, 120 

Unguarded lies the wishing Maid 129 

Vobis magnis parvis dicam 234 

W 

WHILST Phillis is Drinking, 13 

War, War and Battle now no more, 15 

What shall I do, lam undone, 121 

When Wit cwd Beauty, 151 

When Sylvia was kind, 153 

What, Love a crime, 154 

When I have often heard young Maids, 156 

What state of Life can be, 163 

When ]o(k!sy first I saw, 165 

When Dido was a Carthage Queen, 192 

We metry Wives ^ Win<£or, 21 1 
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W& as me poor Lass ! what mun 263 

When on her EyeSy 267 

With sighing and wishing ^ 271 

What sayest thou, 387 

What shall I do, Fve lost my Heart, 299 

When I was in the low Country, 3po 

Walk up to Virtue Strait, 3oi 

When first I lay'd Siege to my CUotiSy 308 

Why alas do you now leave me, 3^ 

When Beauty such as yours, ^^^ 

When crafty Fowlers would 3*3 

Who can Dorinda's Beauty vieWy 3^6 

When embracing my Friends, 354 

Why will Clemene when I gaze, 37^ 



YE Commons and Peers, r 

You guess by my withei^d Face, tyz 

Vott Friends to Reformation, zi§ 

Young Strephon and Phillis, 220 

Vifung Strephon he has Wodd 241 

YoH iMdies draw near, 329 

You tell me Dick yot^ve kttefy, 351 

Your Melancholy s all a Folly, 334 



-DS Madam return m» my HeaHf, 147 
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Ye Britains, how long shall I tire 1 2 1 

You the glorious Sons of Honour y 226 

Yet we Love ye most^ 251 

You Write of Rural Springs^ 259 



POEMS. 

As some stout Warriour, 3 1 3 

A Tragick Scene of Woe^ 325 

As some Deserter mutiningfor Pay^ 341 

At this odd Time ofBustle, 345 

Each Critick here, methinksy 339 

In the first happy Golden Age, 343 

/ am a Thing, yet drest in, 348 

In this Grave Age, 323 

In Days when Birds and, 331 

Oh every tuneful Bard that Sings, 320 

On Estcourt's Day, and to such Company, 346 

Our Poetess, designing to expose, 329 

Pish, I had ^en as good go out again, 327 

The humerous Author of this, 32g 

When Britam^s prosperous Fortune, 317 

When Wit and Science flourisKd 336 

Yhave seen me Dance, and ye have, 342 
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VOL. VI. 



A Ballad oh thf Battle ^ Audenard. 
Set by ^r.. Leveridge. 
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X^^^\ E Commons and f eers, 
♦ H^VJjfH ♦ PAy li^d me your Ears, 

^ i» ^^ ^'^ ^^"^ ^^^ ^ ^^S if I can ; 
^BUH^ "Aom LtwU U Grand, 
<»4^4^^ ^ Was put to a Staiid, 
By the Arms of pur Gracious Qu6en ANN, 
•voun. B ' - Hoir 
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How his Anny so great. 

Had a total Defeat, 
Not far from the River of Dender; 

Where his Grand-Children twain, 

For fear of being slain, 
Gallop'd off with the Popish Pretender. 

To a Steeple on High, 

The Battle to Spy, 
Up Mounted these clever young Men ; 

And when from the Spire 

They saw so much Fire, 
They cleverly came down a^in. 

Then a Horse-back they got, 

All upon the same spot. 
By advice of their Cousin Vendosme; 

O Lord ! cry*d out he 

Unto young Burgundy^ 
Wou'd your Brother and you were at Home. 

Just so did he say 

When without more delay, 
Away the young Gentry fled ; 

Whose Heels for that Work 

Were much lighter than Cork, 
But their Hearts were more heavy than Lead. 

Not so did behave 

The young Hannover brave 
In this bloody Field I assure ye ; 

When his War-Horse was shot, 

Yet he mattered it not. 
But charg'd still on Foot like a Fury. 

When Death flew about 

Aloud he call'd out, 
Ho ! you ChevaUer of St GEORGE ; 

If you'll never stand 

By Sea nor by Land, 
Pretender, that Title you foige. 

Thus 
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Thus boldly he stood, 

As became that high Blood, 
Which runs in his Veins so blue ; 

This Gallant young Man 

Being kin to Queen ANN, 
Fought as were she a Man, she wou'd do. 

What a Racket was here, 
, (I think 'twas last Year) 
For a little ill Fortune in Spain; 

When by letting 'em Win, 

We have drawn the Putts in 
To lose all they are worth this Campaign. 

Tho' Bn^es and Ghent, 

To the Monsieur we lent. 
With Interest he soon shall repay 'em \ 

While Paris may Sing, 

With her sorrowful King 
De Profundis, instead of Te Deum. 

From their Dream of Success, 

TheyTl awaken we guess 
At the sound of Great Marlborough^ s Drums ; 

They may think if they will 

Of Almanza still, 
But 'tis Blenheim wherever he comes. 

O Lewis perplex'd, 

What General's next ? 
Thou hast hitherto chang'd 'em in vain ; 

He has beat 'em all round. 

If no new ones are found, 
lie shall Beat the old over again. 

We'll let 72i//^r// out 

If he'll take t'other bout ; 
Md much he's improv'd let me tell ye, 

With NotHt^ham Ale, 

At every Meal, 
And good Pudding and Beef in his BeUy. 

B 2 As 
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As Losers at Play, 
Their Dice throw away, 

While tiie Winner he still Wins on ; 
Let who will Command, 
Thon hadst better Disband, 

Fof Old Bully thy Doctors are gone. ' 



A Happy Memorable Ballad; On the 
Fight near Audenard, between the 'Duke 
of Marlborough, of Great- Britain ; and 
the Duke of Vendosme, of France. As 
also the strange and wonderful Manner 
how the Princes of the Blood Royal of 
France, . were found in a Wood^ /« allu- 
sion to the IJnhappy , Memorable Song 
commonly calCd CHEVYrCHAOE* . 
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GOD Prosperlong OUT' Gracious- 'Queen, 
Our Lives and Safeties all : i ^ ^^. 
A woful Fight of late their xiid . . ., 
Near ^CMlbiar// befat. 

To drive the Fnhch^Mi Swiwd and Gun, 
Brave Marlborough took his Way ; 

Ah ! woe the Time that France beheld 
The Fightlnig of that Day. 
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The Valiant Duke to Heaven had swore^ 

Vendosme shou'd pay full dear, 
For G?ient and Bruges^ e'er his Fame 

Should reach his Master's £)ar. 

And now with Eighty Thousand bold. 

And chosen Men of Might ; ' 
He with iht Frmch began to wage 

A sharp and blopdy Fight ' 

The pallant.^'/a/>Kif swifUy ran, 

The French away to Chase ; 
On Wednesday they began to fight^ 

When Day-Ught did decrease. 

And long before high-Night, they had 

Ten Thousand Frenchmen slain ; 
And all the Rivers Crimson flaw'dl^ 

As they were dy'd in grain. 

The Britains thro' the Woods pursued, 

The vivaAA^ French to take ; 
And with their Cries the HiU3 and Dales^ 

And every Tree did shake. 

The Duke then to the Wood did eome, 

In hopes Vendosme to meet ; 
When lo I the Prince 6f Carignan 

r*ell at his Grace's Feet, 

Oh !• Gentle Duke forbfiMr, forbear, 

Into that Wood to shoot ; 
If ever pity mo^d your Grace, 

But turn yoor Eyes and took : 

See where • the Royal Line of France;, 

Great Lewises Heirs do lie j 
And sure a Sight mbxt pitious was 

Ne'er seen by Mortal Eye 

What 
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What Heart of Flint but must relent, 

Like Wax before the Sun : 
To see their Glory at an end, 

E'er yet it was begun. 

Whenas our General found your Grace, 
Wou'd needs begin to Fight : 

As thinking it wou'd please the Boys, 
To see so fine a Sight. 

He straightway sent them to the Top 

Of yonder Church's Spire ; 
Where they might see, and yet be safe 

From Swords and Guns, and Fire. 

But first he took them by the Hand, 
And kiss'd them e'er they went ; 

Whilst Tears stood in their little Eyes, 
As if they knew th' Event. 

Then said, he would with Speed return, 

Soon as the Fight was done ; 
But when he saw his Men give Ground, 

Away he basely run. 

And left these Children all alone, 

As Babes wanting Relief; 
And long they wandred up and down. 

No Hopes to chear their Grief. 

Thus Hand in Hand they walk'd, 'till ^ 
At last this Wood they spy'd ; 

And when they saw the Night grow dark, 
They here lay down and cr/d. 

At this the Duke was inly mov'd. 

His Breast soft Pity beat ; 
And so he straightway ordered 

His Men for to Retreat 
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And now, but that my Pen is blunt, 

I might with ease relate ; 
How Fifteen Thousand French were took, 

Besides what foimd their Fate. 

Nor should the Prince oiHanmrver 

In silence be forgot ; 
Who like a Lyon fought on Foot, 

After his Horse was shot 

And what strange Chance likewise befel. 

Unto these Children dear : 
But that your Patience is too much 

Already tir'd, I fear. 

And so God Bless the Queen and Dukei 

And send a lasting Peace : 
That Wars and foul Debate henceforth 

In all the World may cease. 
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The Duke of Marlkwough's Health. Set 
dy Mr. R. Cox 
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COME, here's a good Health, the Duke I do mean. 
That bravely Fought, that bravely Fought for 
his Nation and Queen, 
May his Fate still be. 
That Conquer shall he 
Till the Nation with Peace it be Crown'd ; 
Come Lads never think, 
But his Health let's Drink, 
And Sing his Great Praise, and Sing his Great Praise 
.,; ^ whilst Bumpers pass Round, 
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The Duke ^/Marlborough's HEALTH. 
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MArlborougKs a brave Commander, 
He Conducts us into the Field; 
^ K&\iQA& z& Alexander^ 

"^He^U Dye before he»U yield': 

Sounjl the Trumpet Sound, Boys, 
Let e{w:h Man itand his Ground, Boys ; 

Ne'er Idt us flinehj nor giv^ baqk an Inch, 
And so let his Health go round, Boys. 
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A SONG. 

Set by Mr. John Eccles, and Sung by 
Mr. Gouge, in the Farce calPd, Women 
will have their Wills. 
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Belinda's pretty, pretty, pleasing Form, 
Does my happy, happy, happy, happy Fancy 
charm : 
Her prittle-prattle, tittle-tattle's all engaging, most 

obliging; 
Whilst I'm pressing, clasping, kissing. 
Oh ! oh ! how she does my Soul alarm : 
There is such Magick in her Eyes, 
Such Magick in her Eyes, in her Eyes, 
Does my wondering Heart Surprise : 
Her prinking, nimping, twinking, pinking, 
Whilst I*m courting, for transportmg. 
How like an Angel, She panting lies, She panting lie& 
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A Song on a Ladies Drinking. 
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WHilst P^fZ/Af is Drinking, Love and Wine in 
alBance, 
With Forces United, bids resistless defiance ; 
Eadi-toudi of her liip^ makes Wine sparkle Higher^ 
And her Eyes by her Drinking, redouble the Fire : 
Her Cheeks grow the brighter, recruiting their Colour, 
As Flowers by sprinkling revive with fresh Odour; 
£a£h Dart dipt in Wine, Love wounds beyond curing. 
And ^e Liquor like Oil, makes the fl^Line more <[n- 
* during. » 



The first Song, Sung by Mr. Prince, in 
the Maid in the Mill 
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T T OW long, how long shall I pine for Love ? ~ 
JTjL How long shall I sue in vain ? 
How long, how long like the Turtle Dove, 

Must I heavily thus complain ? 
Shall the Sails of my Love stand still. 

Shall the grist of my Hopes be unground ? 
Oh fye, oh fye, oh fye, oh fye let the Mill, 

Let the Mill go round, let the Mill, let the Mill ^o 
round. 
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A Song Sung at HOLMSE's Booth in 
Bartholomew Fair, Set by Mr, JOHN 
BARRETT. 



^^^^^^^ 




WAR, War and Battle now no more, 
Shall your thun'dring Cannons roar ; 
No more, no more of War complain, 
Peace begins. Peace begins her Halcyon Reign i 
For now 3ie Tow'ring Bird of ycve^ 
Stoops, stoops to the gentle Billing Dove, 
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^ Song Set by Mr. Daniel l*urcell; ^ afiwaT 
'■ Sung mt^ Ike Theatre Hoyal'in Dkvkv- 
Lane. • - - • 
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CUPID make your Virgins tender, 
Make -em easy to be won ; 
Let 'em presehtly surrender, 

When the Treaty's once begun : 
Such as like a tedious Wooing, 

Let 'em cruel Damsels find : • 
But let such as wou'd, as wou'd tie dpihg, ' " - 
Prithee, prithee, prithee Ci^j^ffiafcct ^enf kind, 
Prithee, prithee Cupid make 'em kind. 



A Scotch Song, Sung by Mrs. Willis at 
the Theatre. 
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KEN you, who comes here, 
The Laird of aw the Clan ; 
Whom Ise Love but fear, 

Because a muckle Man : 
But what if he's Great, 
He descends from his State, 
And receive him, receive him as you can. 

Come my Bonny Blith -Lads, 
Shew your best Lukes and Plads, 

Our Laird is here ; 
Whom we shou'd Lpve, . 
And who shou'd approve, 

Gur Respect as well as Fear, 

For the Laird is here whom we Love and Fear, 
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A Song in the Loves of Mars and Venus 
Set by Mr. J. Eccles, Sung by Mrs 
Hudson. 



^p^i^^^ 




¥^t=f. 



^m 



'P-v 



^ 



-¥- 



^^^^^^ 



f>^"ig# : 



;^T^0 meet her Mars the Queen of Love, 
JL Comes here adom'd with all her Charms ; 

The Warrioiir best the Fair can move, 
And crowns his Toils in Beauty's Arms : 

The Warriour best the Fair can move, 
And crowns his Toils in Beauty's Arms. 
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A Song in the Comedy calVd Love betray' d^ 
Sung by Mrs. Bracegirdle, Set by Mr. 
Johii Ecclfes. 
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IF I hear Orinda Swear, 
She cures my Jealous Smart ; 
If I hear Orinda Swear, 

She cures my Jealous Smart : 
The Treachery becomes the Fair, 

And doubly Fires my Heart ; 

The Treachery becomes the Fair, 

And doubly Fires my Heart 

Beauty's Strength and Treasure, 

In Falshood still remain ; 

She gives the greatest Pleasure, 

That gives the greatest Pain, 

That gives the greatest Pain : 

She gives the greatest Pleasure, 

She gives the. greatest Pleasure, 

That gives the greatest Pain : 

She gives the greatest Pleasure, 

She gives the greatest Pleasure, 

That gives the greatest Pain, 

That gives the greatest Pain. 
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A Song in the Funeral, Sung by Mrs. 
Harris, Set by Mr. Daniel Purcel. 
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LET not Love, let not Love on me, on me be-' 
stow, 
Soft Distress, soft Distress and tender Woe ; 
I know none, no, no, no, none but substantial Blisses, 
£ager Glances, eager Glances, solid Kisses : 
I know not what the Lover fei^ 
Of finer Pleasure mixt wiA Pain : 
Then prithee, prithee give me gentle Boy, 
None of thy Grief, but all, all, all, all, but all, aU, all, 

all, all, all the Joy ; 
But all, all, all, all, all, all the Joy. 
Prithee give me, prithee give me gentle Boy, 
None of thy Grief, but all, all, all, all, but aU, all, all, 

all, all, all the Joy, 
But all, all, all, all, all, all the Joy. 
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-^SoNG in the Loves ^ Mars ««^ Venus, 
Set by Mr. J. Eccles, Sung by Mr. 
Moi^n. 









^ ^r^yr-^ 






"r?LY, fly ye.laajyJElpurs, hast, bring hiui haie, 
J"^ Swift,. swift as iQy.fond Wishes are; , 

When we Love, and Love to Rage, . . 

Ev'ry Moment seems an Age : - . 

When we Love,, and Love to Rage, 

Ev'ry Moment seems an Age. 
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A Scotch Song, Sung by Mrs. 
BALLDEN. 
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/^^H ! my Panting, panting Heart, 
V^ Why so Young, and why so sad ? 
Why does Pleasure seem a Smart, 

Or I wretched while I'm Glad? 
Oh I Lovers Goddess, who wert form'd, 
" From Cold and Icy, Icy Seas; 
Instruct me why I am thus warm'd I 

And Darts at once can wound andplease. 
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A Song Set by Mr. John Eccles, Sung by 
Mrs. Hodgson. 
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FYE AmafilliSy cease to grieve, 
Fye, fye, fye, fye cease, cease to grieve, 
Fye, fye, fye, fye, cease, cease to grieve, 
For him^'thou never canst retrieve ; 
Wilt thou Sigh for one that flies thee, 
Wilt thou Sigh for one that flies thee. 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no. Scorn the wretch, 
Scorn the wretch,^ that Love denies thee, 
Scorn die wretch, scorn the wretch, 
That Love, that Ix)ve denies thee. 

Call Pride to thy aid, and be not afraid. 

Of meeting a Swain that is kind ; 
As handsome as he, perhaps he may be. 

At least, at least a more Generous Miiid : 
As handsome as he, perhaps he may be, 

At least a more Generous Mind, 

At least a more Generous Mind 
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A SoNO in the Coniedy calFd, The Old 
Batchelour, Set by Mr. HENRY 
PURCELL. 
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^ S Amoret and Thyrsis lay, 
jr\ As Amoret and Thyrsis lay ; 
Melting, melting, melting, melting the Hours in gentle 

P^y^ . . . ' 

Joyning, jo)ming, jo)ming Faces, mingling Kisses, 
Mingling kisses, mingling kisses, and exchanging 

harmless Blisses : 
He trembling cry'd with eager, eager hast. 
Let me, let me, let me feed, oh ! oh ! let me, let me, ^ 
Let me, let me feed, oh ! oh ! oh ! oh ! let me, let 

me, let me, let me Feed as well as Tast, 
I dye, dye, dye, I dye, dye, I dye, 
I dye, if I'm not wholly Blest. 

The fearful Nymph reply*d forbear, 
I cannot, dare not, must not hear ; 
Dearest Thyrsis do not move me. 
Do not^ do not, if you Love me : 
O let me still, the Shepherd said. 
But while she fond resistance made. 
The hasty Joy in struggling fled. 

Vex'd at the Pleasure she had miss'd, 

She frown'd and blush'd, and sigh*d and kiss'd, 

And seem'd to moan, in sullen Cooing, 

The sad miscarriage of their Wooeing : 

But vain alass ! were all her Charms, 

For Thyrsis deaf to Love's Alarms, 

Baffled and fenceless, tir*d her Arms. - 
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A SONG. 
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SHE met with a Country-man, 
In the middle of all the Green ; 
And P^sy ^''^^ ^is Delight, 
And good Sport was to be seen. 

But ever she ayd brave Roger^ 
I'll drink a whole Glass to thee ; 

But as for yohn of the Green, 
I care not a Pin for him. 

Bulls and Bears, and Lyons, and Dragons, 
And O brave Roger a Cauverly; 

Piggins and Wiggins, Pints and Flaggons, 
O brave, &*€. 

He took her by the -middle. 
And taught her by the Flute ; 

Well dope brave R<^er quoth she, 
Thou hast not left thy old Wont 

But ever she cry'd, 6*^. 

He clap'd her upoh the Buttock, 

And forth she let a Fart ; 
My Belly quoth she is eased by thee, 

And I thank thee R(^er for't 



Love's 
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Lave-s CongmesL 
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AS unconceni'd and ftee zfk IiStf 
1 did retain my Liberty ; **: 

Laugh'^ at the Fetteis of the Fair, 

And scomM a beauties Slave to be : .» 

"nil your bright Eyes surpriz'd my Heart, 
'- Aild first informed me how- to Love ; 
TTien Pleasure did invade each Part, *• 

Yet to cooceal my Flame I strove^ 

S 
As Indians at a distance pay, 

Their awiiil reverence to the Sun : 
And dare not 'till hell bless the Day, 

Seem to have any thin^ begun : 
Thus I rest, 'till your Smiles invite, ' ' 

My Looks and Thoughts I do constrain ; 
And tremble to express Delight, 

Unless you please to ease my Pain. 



A Song in the Comedy calFd, the Wife's 
Excuse, jffy H. P, 



P^ipg 


■^ ^ 

^ 


^, 





^^^^^^m 




"VOU VI. 
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(^ ORINifA I excuse thy Face, 

V> ^Qse erfiiijf'Iififes^ which Nature drew ; 

When I reflect that ev'ry Grace, 

> Thy Mind -adoxns^ just and true : 

But oh ! thy Wit what God hast sent, 

Surprising, Airy, uiitonfin'd j 
Some wonder sure Apollo meant. 

And shot himself into thy Mind. 
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Th Sailots SoifGiw the SubsfripHon Mu- 
sicfe; &^ 4r ;Mn Wddon, Sv^g by Mr. 
.Dogget. 
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JUST coming from Sea, our Spouses and we, 
We Punch.it,.we Ptmchit, we Punch it, 
We Punci it, we Punch it a'Board|with Couragio ; 
We Sii^ Laugh and Cling, and in Hammocks we 

And Hey, hey^ hey, hey, hey my brave Bo)rs Bonviago : 
We ""Sing Laugh* and' Ciiftg, and in Hammocks we 

swmg. 
We Sing Laugh. and Cling, and in Hammocks we 

swing. 
And Hej^ hey, hey, hey, hey, cfy brave Boys Bon* 
'- ■ "-viagO;-- ■--:■'- ■ -;■••■^ ...::--..- '■ - 
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The Serenading Song in the Constai^ 
' Couple, ^^ a Trip to the Jubflee ; Written 
by Mr. G. Farquhar, Set by Mr. D, 
Purcell, Sung by Mr. Freeman. 
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THUS Jaz^s^wi knock'd at C^K//VfV Door, . . 
Thus Damon knocked at Colitis Door, ; 

He sigh'd and begg'd, and wept and swore, 
The si^ was so, She answered no, * 

The sign was so, She answer'd no, no, no, no. 

Again he sigh'd, again he pray'd, 
No Damon no, no, no, no, no, I am afraid ; 
Consider Damon I'm a Maid, 
Consider Damon no, no, no, no, no, no, no, Fm a 
Maid. . . .^ 

At last his Sighs and Tears made way. 

She lose and softly tum'd the Key ; 

'Cosae in said she, but.(k> not, do opt stay, 

I voaj conclude, you will be rude ; 

But tf you are you may : 

I B3ay conclude, you will be ntde^ 

But if you are you may. 

iv ' A 
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A * Squire's Choice; or the Coy Lady's 
Beauty by him admired. 




^^^^^^m 




'THHE World is a Bubble and full of Decoys, 

I Her glittering Pleasures are flattering TcTys \ ' ' 
The which in themselves no true Happiness brings^ 
Rich Rubies, nay Diamonds, Cluuns, Jewels and 

Rings: 
They are but as Dross, and in Time will decay, 
So will Virgin Beau^, so will Viigin Beauty^ 

Tho' never so gay, 
^ Then 
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Then boast not young PhUlis because thou art FaiTi, 
Sdt Roses and Lttiies more beanti^ aire, 
Than ever thou wast, when they in their Prime, . 
And yet do they fade in a very short time : ; 

All temporal Glories in time will deqiy, 
So will Virgin Beauty, so will Virgin Beauty, 
Tho* never sol gay. 

Since aU dungs are changing and nothing will last, 
Since Years, Months, and Minutes, thy Beanty will 

blast, 
Like Flowers that fade iii thc&U of tlie Leai; ' ^ 
Afford me thy FavoCir and pity>ihy Grief t-^ - 
E'er thy Youth and Beauty does clearly ikpfeirty 
For thou art my Jewel, for thou art my Jewel, . 
The Joy of my H^krt . . t 

I value not Riches, for Riches I have, 
I value not Honour, no Honour I crave ; 
But what thou art able to bless me withal, 
And if by diy Fxowfs to Deiipair I should fall : «. i. 
Then Farewel those Joys which so long I have sought, 
To languish in Sorrow, to languish ih Sorrow, 
Alass 1 I am brought 



I come not to flatter , as many have done^ '. 
Afford me a Smile, or my Dear I shall run 
Distracted, as being disturbed in Mind^ 
Thttinow, npw, or nev^r be loving and kind : 
This Day thou canst cherTsh my sorrowful State, - 
To morrow sweet Jewel, to morrow sweet Jewel, 
It may be too late. , . . 

You laiow that young Women has rail'd against Men,^ 
Andcounted tjiem felse and base flatterers^ -when >. y 
We find that your Sexs are as cruel to us. 
Or else you would never have Tortur'd me thus : 
As nc^ you have'flone b^ y(Kir>[)acts ofDisdain, *.. ^. 
You knew that I love ifou, you know that i4oVe yQu,v: 
Yet all i»-ia "Vftin. 
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The Damsels Answ^^ To the same Tune? 

"XT OW dry up thy Tears, and no longer exclaim, 

i \| Against thy Fair beautiful Phillis by Name ; 

Who never as yet was acquainted with Love, 

Yet here I declare by the Powers above ; 

I cannot be Cruel to one that is True, 

Wherefote bid thy Soirows^ wherefore bid thy Sonows 

.'.'JFor.ever.adiear 

With all fhe Affections that Words dtn express, 
I freely surrendar, and can do no less; 
When as I consider in e'ery Degree, 
JIow loyal and faithful thou hast been to me, 
^ cannot be Cruel to one that is True« 
And so bid thy Sorrows, and so bid thy Sorrows 
For ever adieu. 
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A S I am a Sailor, 'tis yeiy well kiiown« 
/"X And I Ve never as yet had a Wife of my own ; ^ 
But now 1 am resolved to Many if I can, 
to show my self a Jolly, Jolly brisk young Man, 

Man, Man, 
To s1k>w my self a Jolly, Jolly brisk young Man. 
Abroad I have been, and since home I am come. 
My Ws^es I have took, 'tis a delicate Sum ; 
And now Mistress Hostess begins to flatter me. 
But I have not forgot her former Cruelty, 

But I have not forgot her former Cruelty. 

Near Lymehause she liv'd, where I formerly us'd, 
ru show you in brief how I once was abus'd, 
After in her House I had quite consumed my store^ 
But kick me if I ever, ever feast her more, 

more, more. 
But kick me if I ever, ever feast her more. 

I came to her once with abundance of Gold, 

And as she that beautiful Sight. did behold ; 

She said with a Kiss thou art welcome y4)hn to me, . 

For I have shed a lliousand, Thousand Tears for thee. 

Thee, thee, 
For I have shed a Thousand, Thousand Tears for thee. 

Her flattering Words I was s^t to believe, . 

An(i then at my Hands she did freely receive ; 

A Ring which she said she would keep for yohnn^t 

sake, 
Sh6 wept for Joy as if her very Heart wou'd break : 

Break, break, 
She wept for Joy as if her very Heart wou'd break, 

We feasted on Dainties and drank of the best. 
Thought { with my Fri^ds I am happily blest f 

For 
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Tot Punch, Beer and Brandy they Night and Day idid " 

call, 
And I was honest Johnny^ Johnny pay for all : 

All, all, 
And I was honest yohrmy, yohnny pay for all 

They pl/d me so warm, that in troth I. may fiay, 
That I scarce in a Month knew the JN^ight from the • 

Day; 
My Hostess I kiss'd, tho' her Husband he w^ by, - 
For while my Gold and Silver lasted, who but I ; 

I, I. 

For while my Gold and Silver lasted, who but I. 

They said I should Marry their dear Daughter Ka^e^ 
And in Token of Love I presented her strait : 
With a Chain pf, Gold,, and a rich costly Head, 
Thus yohnny\ yohnny^ yohnny by the Nose was lead : 

Lead, lead, ' 

Thus yohnny y yohnny^ yohnnyhy the Nose was lead. 

This Life I did lead for a Month and a Day, ' 
And then all my Glory begun to decay : 
My Money was gone, I quite consumed my Store, 
My Hostess told me in a Word, she would not Score, 

Score, Score, 
My Hostess told me in a Word, she would not Score. 

She frown'd like a Fury, and Kate was Coy, 

A Kiss or a Smile I no more must enjoy, 

Nay, if that I call'd but for a Mug of Beer, 

My Hostess she was veiy Deaf and could not hear, 

hear, hear,. 
My HoiStesis she was very Deaf and could not hear. 

But that which concem'd nie more than the rest, * 
My Money.it was gone, atid she'd needs have me 

Preist ; 
Aboard of the Fleet, then I in a Passion flew, 
And ever since I do abhor the Canting Grew, 

Crew, Crew, . - * . 

And ever since I do abhor the canting Crew. ' 

Now 
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Now having replenished my Stock onc<^ a^ain, 
My Hostess and Daughter I vow to refrain 
Their Company quite, and betake m^ self to a Wifey 
Widi whom I hope to live a sobet Life, 

Life, life, 
With whom I hope to live a sober Life. 

Then in came a Damsel as fresh as a Rose, 
He gave her a Kiss, and began for to dose. 
In Courting, and said, canst love an honest Tar, 
Who for Urn Six or Seven Years has travell'd &r, 

Far, far, 
Who for this Six or Seven Years has tiaveird far. 

His offer was noble, his Guineas was good, 
And therefore the innocent Maid never stood 
To make a Denial, but granted his Request, 
And now she's with a jolly Sailor, Sailor blest 

Blest, blest. 
And now she's with a jolly Sailor, Sailer blest 



CUPID'S Courteste. 
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THROUGH the cold shady Woodaf, 
As I was ranging, 
.1 heard the pretty Birds, 
Notes sweetly changing : 
Down by the Meadow's sid^, 

There runs a River 
A little Boy I sp/d 
With Bow and Quiver, 

Little Boy tell me why 

Thou art here diving ? 
Art thou sofiae Run-away ; 

And hast no abiding?. 
1 am no Run-away, 

Vmus my Mother, 
She gave me leave to play, 

When I came hither. 

Little Boy go with me, 

And be my servant, 
I -will take care to see 

For thy preferment : 
^ If I with thee should go, 

Venus would chide me, 
And take away my Bow, 

And never abide me. ^ 

Little Boy let me know, 

Whafs thy Name termed, 
That thou dost wear a Bow, 

And go so arm'd : 
You may perceive the same, 
,. With often changing ;. 
Cupid it is my Name, 
J I live by ranging. 

If Cupid be thy Name, 

That shoot at Rovers ;. 
I h^ve heard of thy Fame, 

By wounded Lovers : 
] : • Should 
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Should any languish that 

Are set on fii^ ; 
By such a naked Bnit, 

: I much admire. 

■ -1 
If thou dost but the least, ; 

At my Laws grumble ; 
111 pierce thy stubborn breast, 

^d make thee humble, 
If: I with Golden Dart, 

Wound thee but surely. 
There's no Physitians Art, 

That ete can cure thee. 

Little Boy with thy Bow, 

Why dost thou threaten ; : 
It is not long ago 

Since thou wast beaten : 
Thy wanton Mother, fair 

Venus will chide thee ; 
When all thy Arrows are go^, 

Thou may'st go hide thee. 

Of powerful shafts you see^ 

I am well stored ; 
Which makes my D^ity, 

So much adored : 
With one poor Arrow now, ^ 

I'll make thee shiver ; 
And bend unto my Bow, 

And fear my Quiver. 

Dear little Cupid he. 

Courteous and kindly ; 
I know thou can'st not se^ 

But shootest blindly : 
Altho' thou call'st me blind,' 

Surely I'll hit thee ; 
That thou shalt quickly find, 

rilsiot foiget thee. 

Then 
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Then' little Ci^ caught^ 
Hb Bow :so ]|indt)le'; . 

And shot a fatal shafts 
Which made him tremble : 

Go tell thy Mistress dear^ 
Thou canst discover ; 

What all the Passions are^ 

'■ Of a dying Lover. - . 

And now this gallant Heart . 

Sorely lies bleeding ; 
He, felt the greatest smart, . 

From Lorve proceeding ; 
He did her help implore, 

Wiom he affected, 
But found that more and more. 

Him she tejected. 

For Cupid with his Craft, 
Quickly had chosen, 

■ And with a Leaden shaft, 
. Her Heart had frozen : 

Which caus'd this Lover more, 
Daily to languish ; 

And Cupid's Aid implore, 
To heal this Anguish. 

He humble pardon cmv'd . 

For his Offence past ; 
Andi vow*d himself a Slave, 

And to. love stedfast ; 
His Prayers so ardent were, 

Whilst his Heart panted, 
That Cupid lent an ear, 
'And his suit granted. 

Fbr by his present plaint, ; 

He was regarded ; 
And his adored Saint, 

His Love rewarded : . 



And 
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And now they live in Joy, 

Sweetly embrsicing, 
And left the little Boy» 

In the Woods chasing. 



The Duke of GLOUCESTER'S March, 
' Si^tby.Dr.-blSm. 





^^^^1^^ 



imtt^te^ ^ 



i 



t=p= 



^ 



^^=?^ 



^ ^P 



A ND now, now the Duke's Mar<:h, 
£\ Let the Haut-boys play ; 
And his Troops in the Close, 

Shall Huzza, Huzza, Huzza : 
And now, now the Duke's March, 

Let the Haut-boys play; 
And his Troops in the Close, 

ShaU Huz«a,JHu«aa, Hu^sa. i' 
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A Song Sung at Richmond New Wells, 
the Words 4y M. S. Set by Mr: Morgan. 




^^^m 



w^^ 




^^m 



A URELIA now one Moment lost, 
jf^ A thousand Sighs may after cost ; 
.^esires may oft return in vain, 
But Youth will ne*er return again : 
Desires may oft return in vain, 
But Youth will ne'er return again. 

The fiagrant sweets which do adom^ 
The glowing blushes of the Mom ; 
By Noon are vanished all away, 
Thenlet AurcUa live to Day. 
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A. Song Suf^.Sj/^Mrs., |*rincb m.tAe 
Agreeable iDisappointment Sett by Mr. 
John Eccles. 






^^ 





CHL Q& found Love for his Psyche in Tears, 
She play'd with' his Dait, and smil'd at hisFws, 
fears; 
Till feeling at length the Poison it Iceeps; 
Cupid he smiles, and Chloe she weeps : 
'Till feeling at lenjgth the Poison it keeps, 
Cupid be smiles, and Chloe sl^ weeps, 
Cf^V/ hie smiles, and Cii/sv she weeps. 
vol. VL ' E ' 'A 
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A Song, Set by Mr. Johk Barrett. 
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pi^^^^^S 




^toa^^^is 




LIBERIA'S all my Thought and Dream, 
She's all, all, all, she's jdl, all, all, my Pleasure 
and my Pain : 
Liberuis all that I esteem. 
And all I fear is her Disdain, 
Her Wit, her Humour and her Face, 
Please beyond all I felt before : 
Oh ! Why can't I Admire her less. 

Or dear Liberia^ or dear Liberia love me more ! 

Like Stars all other Female Charms, 

Ne'er touch my Heart, but Feast my Eyes ; 
For she's the only Sun that Warms, 

With her alone I'd live and dye : 
Immortal Pow'rs whose Work Divine, 

Inspires my Soul with so much Love ; 
Grant your Liberia may be mine. 

And then, then, then, then, and then, then I 
share your Joys above. 

K 2 Coy 
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. Coy Belispa, and .Fidsi Aminpor, 







^« 




J!N •■ -"TN 






COY Belinda may SscoVei^y 
Love is nothing but a Name ; 
'1 IS not Beauty warms the Lover, 
When he tells her of his Flame : 
But she keeps a greatet Treasure, 

Binds and Bonds infialm^ his Heart ; 
Charms that flow with tidfes of Pleasure, 
More obey'd than Cupid's Dart 



False 



y Google 



P J Lv « io Fm^ Melancholy. 55 . 

False Amintor Wve Di3sembliiig^ 

Tell h.er plainly you are Poor ; 
Henc^ ^e all your Sighs and Trembling?, • 

When yqu talk of your Amour : 
The'' you gi^h,. aja4, wo' y^o^u p^pgiiish, . 

TiU she g^vesnerself away ; 
Then you sooi^ foiget voiu: Anguish,. 

And Bdmkk must obey. 

An Amorous Address to the charming^ 

.CORINIU^ 



^ 



-^^ 
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CORINNA 'tis you that I Love, 
And love with a Passion, a Passion so great; 
That death a less Torment would prove, 
Than either your Frown or your hate : 
So soft and prevailing your Charms, 
In vain I should strive to retreat ; 
Oh ! then let me live in your Arms, 
Or dye in Despair at your Feet 

In vain I may pray to Love's Powers, 

To ease me and pity my Pain ; 
Since the Heart that I sue for is yours, 

Who all other Powers disdain : 
like a Goddess you Absolute reign. 

You alone 'tis can save or kill ; 
To whom else then should I complain, 

Since my fate must depend on your will. 



The Coy Lass dress' ^ up in her best Com- 
mode and Top-knot. 
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ypfw^^f^fc^^^^^s 



fa^jj-jt^-^ffj^ 



|¥g4£^ 



\J rui 

rUiiot be ] 



) not rumple my Top-knot, 
not be kiss'd to Day ; 
\ hawl'd and puU'd about, 
Thus on a Holy-day : 
Then if your Rudeness you don't leave, 

No more is to be said ; 
See this long Pin upon my Sleeve, 

111 run up to the Head : 
And if you rumple my head Gear, 
I'll give you a good flurt on the Ear. 

Come upon a Worky-day, 

When I have m)r old Cloaths on ; 
I shall not be so nice nor Coy, 

Nor stand so much upon : 
Then hawl and pull, and do your best. 

Yet I shall gentle be : 
Kiss hand, and Mouth, and feel my Breast, 

And tickle to my Knee : 
I won't be put out of my rode, 
Yon shall not rumple my Commode. 
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A Sojffe in thf Drcmuitick Ov^kk o/Kwq 
Arthur. Written by Mr. Dryden. 



^ m ^^^^ m^ 




y'n^tc^^^^^te : f:ji^t^^"^ 
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T^ AIREST Isle, 411 Isles excelling, 
JT^ Seat pf pleasures, anii of Love, ; 
Venus here, will chuse her dwellings 
And forsake' her Cyprian Grove* 



Cu^ 
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Cujdd from his fav'rite Nation, 
C^ ud Ebv^ win removci ;, ' 

_ Jei3lous]p that poison^ Passion, 

And Despair that dies for Love. -^ 

Gentle murmurs .sweet complaintag, 
Sighs that blow the fiice of Love ; 

S|dft Remhes, kind D^daining, 

Sh^ be all the I'ains you prove, > 

Every Swain shall pay his .Duty, 

Gnitefel every Nymph shall prov« ; 
And a&theise excel in J^eauty^ . 
^ TfaOj^ slu^ t>e renown'd for Love. 



A Song in the Comedy calVd the (Wives 
Excuse : <9r, Cuckolds make themselves.) 
Smtg by Mrs. Butler. ^ 





, ..* Mvi ^ — » ■ ■ Af. ., rr .i. .. J ^ X 
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§l'l \ r(Sm S 
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b- |P-.JT » ./> ^ 



£^ 



■i^- -i — ^ 



f^^^ 



-4,3^ 




HANG this whining way of Wooing, 
Loving was designed a sport; 
ng, talking without doing, 
Makes a sily Idol court : 
Don't believe that Words can move her, 

If she be not well inclined ; 
She herself must be the Lover, 

To perswade her to be kind : 

If at last she grants the Favour, 

And consents to be undone ; 

Never think your Passion gave her, 

To your wishes, but her own. 
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A Song in the Opera calPd the (Fairy- 
Queen,) Sung by Mr. PATE. 




^^gsi^^S 




^^^^g^ 




i ^-4 4f g I p ^- n r 



T T ERE's the Summer sprightly, gay, 
£X Smiling, wanton, fresh and fair : 
Adom'd with all the Flowers of May^ 

Whose various sweets perfume the Air, 
Adom'd with all the Flowers of May, 
Whose various sweets perfume the Air. 
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, ,4 DOG e/", WAR: 

Or, 7>4^'7Vazv/f'^E^ti9iKXRP, the famous 
Curr of the Round Woolstaple in 
WESTMijJSTKit. His Service^ in fhe^ 
■NEtHERXA»xfS^ anft lately^ in France, 
with his return heme. ^ ^' ' ^ -» 

Z%f Arqument. 

A* Nt Honest, WeU-knoivingy andwdl-kn^wttSouldieff, 
/\, (whose Name for some Reasons I conceal) dwelt 
Jatdy iVi Westminster, in the round Woolstaple, he wc^s a 
Man. only for Action, but such Actions as Loyalty did 
ilwaysjust^, either for his Prince, Country, or, their* 
Jkc^ and near Frkkds^of^ Allies y in such noBle designs he 
tvould and did often with Courage and good" Affrove- 
ment employ himself in the Low-countries, hctving always 
with him a little black Dog, whom he cc^ed Drunkard ; 
ifhich Oirr would (dy no means) everforsahe or leave 
. kim^ i(ut latfly th \these Ff'mch JVarf, the Bog. beings 
ifi the'/sle of.lUti^A, ivhefe his MdsJer (Vdlidfi^. 
fghting) wets Unfortunately slain, whose death wcls 
gritifd/or by cu many <w knew him; and as the Corps 
lay dead,, the poor' lovif^ MasteHess Dog wotUinotfdt- 
SdJkf it, until an JSnglisA Souldter pulfd of his Masters 
Coat, whom tKe DogfollMOed to a Boat, by which means, 
he came back to Westminster, where he now remains. 

Upon who^ Fidelity, (for the love I otifed his deceased 
Master) I have writ tl^ese following Idnes, to express my 
Addictum to the Proverb,^ Love me alid Love my Dog. 



To 
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Tp thf? R««der> . 

EADERifyou expect 
frcmhence^ ..... - 
AnoDerplii^ of WU 

or Sencei 
I deal with no suck 

Trajffique : 

Heroicks and 

larnbicks/; :> 
My Buskind^ Musjf fuith 

laid them by^ 
Pray be content wilk' 
Saphicke. 

Drunkard the Dognfy 

Patron ts, . ; 
And he doth love^. 

well for thiSy 
Whose Low I take for 
Guerdon; 

And his a Dog bf Mars 

his Train 
Who hath seen Men and 

Horses sladn^ 
The like was never 
heard on^ 



Drun- 
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Drunkard or the faithful Dog of War. 



fc^-jiprrn sa^^ ^ 




OTand clear, my Masters 
^ VaTe your Shins, 
For ttOw to Bark my 

Muse begins, 
'TisbfaDojg, I 

write now : 
Yet let me tell you 

for excuse. 
That Muse Or Dog, or 

Dog or Muse, 
Have no intent to 
bite now. 

In Doggrel Rhimes my 

Lines are writ. 
As for a Dog I thought 

it fit. 
And fitting best his 

Carkass. 
Had I been silent as 

a Stoick, 
Or had I writ in 

Verse Heroick, 
Then had I been a 
Stark Ass. 



Old 
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Old Burner wrote of 

Frogs and Mice, 
And jRabblaiis wrote of 

Nits and Lice, 
And Vtfgiioi 

a Flye : 
One wrote the Treatise 

of the Fox, 
Another prais'd the 

Frenchman's Pox, 
Whose praise was but 
a Lye. 

Great Alexander had 

a Horse, 
A famous Beast of 

mighty force 
Yecleap'd JBuct- 

phalus : 
He was a stout and 

sturdy Steed, 
And of an exclent Race 

and Breed, 
But that concerns 
not us. 

1 list not write the 

Baby praise 
Of Apes, or Owb, w 

Popingeys, 
Or of the Cat 

Grammalkin : ' 

But of a true and trusty 
, Dog, 
Who well could fawn, 

But never cog. 
His Praise my Pen must 
wdkin. 

And 
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And aDrtmi^rifht U "^ 

fals^y jiaiti'd* : J ' 
Yiar 9rbidi that Vio^ fbe 

ne'er was .bii»a'd^. .. 
For he ix)^es not G04 \ 

The Kilthi^heiB9(ecBi$ 

more deajv . 
Than CelkH!9 fiiU of . 

Which oAentiines <loth. . 
.wrec^us. 

He is to lifostiS^ ht^e 

of Lim, . . , ^ ,. 
Or Wafe^^spaniel, tiiat 

can SwiQcv < 
Nor BloodrHotnd not 

. no Setter: 
No Bob-tail 3*yke,or r 

Trundle^yl, . . 
Hot can he Pactridge ^ring 

or Quail, , 
But yet he is much . 
. better. 

No Dainty XadiM '[ I 

fisting-Hdund, . 
That lives upon our 

Britain Ground, . 
Nor Mungrel Cur or 

Shogh: 
Should Litters or whoUl 

Kennels dare,. 
With Honest DrunkarU 

to compare, 
My Pen writes, wany 

The 
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The Otter-Hound,. the 

FDJ^Hoimd, nor 
The swift FoQt GreyrHound 

car'd he for, 
Nor Cerberus HieU's 
Bandogg; 
His Service proves- ^leni 

Curs and Tikes, 
And his Renown a 

Terror strikes, 
In Water-Pog and 
. X^nd-Dog. 

tGainst brave Buqw^^ or 

stout Dampiere^ 
He durst have Bvk^d 

without Fear, 
Or 'gainst the hot 

Count Ttlly : 
At Bergen Leaguer and 

Bredha, 
Against the Noble 

Spinola^ 
He shew'd himself not • 
sUly. 

He serv'd his Master 

at commands, 
In the mo^t Warlike 

Netherlands^ 
In Holland^ Zedand^ 

Brabant : 
He to him still was 

true and just. 
And if his fiare were but 

a Crust, 
He patiently would 
knab on't 

VOL. VI, F He 
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He durst tTiave stood 

Stem Ajax Frown, 
When Wise Ulysses 

talk'd him down 
In grave Diebus 

Hits; 
"When he by cunning 

prating won 
The Armour from 

fierce Tellamon, 
That longed to 

Achilles, 

Brave Drunkard^ oft on 

God's dear Ground, 
Took such poor Lodging 

as he found, 
In Town, Field, Camp 

or Cottage ; 
His Bed but cold, his 

Dyet thin. 
He oft in that poor case 

was in, 
To want both Meat and 
Pottage. 

Two rows of Teeth for 

Arms be bore, 
Which in his Mouth he 

always wore, 
Which served to fight and 

feed too : 
His grumbling for his 
. Drum did pass, 
And barking (lowd) his 

Ordnance was, 
Which helped in time of 
need too. 



y Google 



His 



Pills to Purge Melancholy. 67 

His Tail his Ensign 

he did make, 
Which he would oft display 

and shake, 
Fast in his Poop 

uprear'd : 
His Powder hot, but 

somewhat dank, 
His Shot in (scent) most 

dangerous rank, 
Which sometimes made him 
feared 

Thus hath he long serv'd 

near and far, 
Well known to be a 

Dog of War^ 
Though he ne'er shot with 

Musket : 
Yet Cannons roar or 

Culverings, 
That whizzmg through 

the welkin sings, 
He slighted as a 
Pus-Cat 

For Guns, nor Drums, 

nor Trumpets dang. 
Nor hunger, cold, nor 

many a pang. 
Could make him leave his 

Master ; 
In Joy, and in 

Adversity, 
In Plenty, and in 

Poverty, 
He often was a 
Taster, 

F 2 
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Thus serrtl he on the 

Vet ne'ec w^ heaxd to 

brag or ])Q»Bt,. 
Of Services, done by 

/ (hini^ 
He is ijp Pharisee 

to ^low,. f . 
A Tminpet^ his good 

Deeds .to show, 
Tis pity to bely 
him. 

At last.be Home return- d 

in Peace, ^ ,;. 

Till Wars^ and Jars, and 

Scars increase. . , 
'Twixt usj and France^ 

in malice : 
Away went he and 

crost the feea, . , 
With'5 .Master, to the 

lisle, of ^>^d«„, 
A good .way beyond 
CalHce. 

He wa3 so true, so good, 

so kind. 
He scom'd to stay at Home 

behind. 
And leave his Master 

. frustrate; 
For which could I like 

Ovidvm\.^y . ./ 
Or else like Vir^ could 

indite, 
I would his Praise 
illustrate. 
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I wish my Hands could 

never stir, <• :: \i ^~: 
Butldolovea 

thankful Curr, 
More than a Man 

' ingi^eful : 
And this poor Dog's 

Fidelity, » > 

May make a thankless 

Knave descry, >' 
How much that Vice is 
hate^. 

For why, of all the. 

Faults of Men, 
Which they hare got from 
. Hell's black Deiii.: 
Ingratitude the^ 

^orsttis: 
For Treasons^ Murd)ers, 
Incests, Rapes^ *• .. 
Nor any Sin in 

any shapes, 
So bad, nor so 

.i<at3cui5t is. 

I hope I shall no 
Anger gain, •" 
If I do write a word 
Or twain, ■ 1 

How this Dog was 

: distressed; 
His Master being 
wounded d^ul; 
Shot, cut and slash'd^ firom 

HeeltdH^d,' ; 
Think how he wa6 
.: oppressed 

To 
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To lose him that he 

loved most. 
And be upon a Foreign 

Coast, 
Where no Man would 
relieve him : 
He lick'd his Masters 

Wounds in Love, 
And irom his Carkass 

would not move, 
Altbo* the sight 

.did grieve hinu 

By chance a Souldier 

passing by, 
That did his Masters 

Coat espy, 
And quick away he 

took it : 
But ZVv»i&ar// followed 

to a Boat, 
To have again his Mastet^s 

Coat, 
Such Theft he could not 
. brook it 

So after all his wo 

and wrack, 
To Westminster he was 

brought backy 
A poor half starved 
Creature ; 
And in remembrance Of 

his careSy 
Upon his back he 

closely wears 
A Mourning Coat t»y 
Nature, 

Live 
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Live Drunkardj sober 

Drunkard live, 
I know thou no offence 

wilt give, 
Thou art a haimless 

Dumb thing ; 
And for thy love I'll 

freely grant, 
Rather than thou shouldst 

ever want, 
Eaph Day to give thee 
something. 

Thou shalt be SUllifide 

by me, 
111 make the Dog-star 

wait on thee, 
And in his room I'll 
seat thee : 
When 5^/ doth in his 

Progress swing, 
And in the Dog-day9 

hotly sing, 
He shall not over- 
heat thee, 

I lov'd thy Master, so 

did all 
That knew him, 

great and small. 
And he did well 

deserve it ; 
For he was Honest, 

Valiant, Good, 
And one that Manhood 

understood. 
And did till Death 
preserve it 

For; 
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For Whose sak^ 111 • 

his Dog prefer,'^. 
And at t^e -Dog at • 

Westminster^ 
St^ Drunkard htn a * 

Bencher ; 
Where! will seta- i 

work his Chops, 
.'Ndf^th bare Bones^ or 

broken sci;£tps, 
But Victuals' fiom hiy > • 
Treneher. 

So honest Drunkard 

now adieu," ' 
Thy Praise no loiiger 

111 pureiie, 
But still my Love is 
tothe^:^ \ 
And when thy' Life is 

goA'e 'ahd speht,' " 
These Lines shall be" diy 

Monument, 
And shall much Service 
do thee." 



A Song Sung by Mrs. AYLIFF in the 
P^jj' ^oj^'^/ Love Triunii)hant : Or^ Na- 
ture will Prevail, .S^// ?yj/r. HENRY 
PURCELL.. 




%^^^m^ 



y Google 



P X L i;.s .U Purge Melamkoly. 73 




^^^^^JllJf^ttX^^ 








How happ3^'s .the Husband,^ how happy'* the 
Hnsbandj ; 
Whose Wife has been try*d, has been try'd, 
Not damn'd to the Bed, not damn'd to the Bed of an 

ignpraut Bride ; 
Seeing, ot wh^t&Jeftj^securepf what's left, Jiene'er 
misses the rest, • 

But where there's enough, enough, enough, but where 
there's enough, supposes a Feast ; 
So foreknowing the Cheats 
He escapes- the Deceit ; 

And 
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And in spight of the Cuise he resolves, he resolves to 

be blest [be blest. 

And in spight of the Curse he resolves, he resolves to 

He resolves to be blest, he resolves, he resolves to be 

blest 

If Children are blessings, his comfort's the more. 
Whose Spouse has been known to be fruitful before ; 
And the Boy that she brings ready made to his Hand, 
May stand him in stead for an Heir to his Land : 
Shou'd his own prove a Sot, 



As when 



When 'tis lawfuUy got 

:n e'er it is so, if it won't 111 be 



hang'd. 



A New Song, to the Tune of the Old 
Batchelor, 
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IF eva: you mean to be kind, 
To me the Favour, the Favoiur allow ; 
For fear that to Morrow should alter my Mind, 

Oh ! let me now, now, now, 
Jf in Hand then a Guinea youll give, 

And swear by this kind Embrace ; 
That another to Morrow, as you hope to live, 

Oh ! then I will strait unlace ; 
For why should we two disagree, 

Since we have, we have opportunity^ 

A Song, Set to Musuk by Mr. Will. 
Richardson, 
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I know her false, I know her base, 
. I know that jGrold alone can move ; 
I krioWv.she^ Jiits iiie to niiy Facfe, - - .. -^ -- 
And yet good Gods, and yet good Gods I know I' 
Love. 

I see too plain and yet am Blind, . 

Wou'd think her true; "while she forsooth ; 
To me and to my Rival's land, ' : - 

Courts him, poiirts ?me, 'coiirts hint, courts me, and 
Jilts us both. ' ? ^ ' 7 ' 

•^^ 9,M» Aj^ MJt 9^j» mi^A 'AJ|y* •\^» *iMt ^^» ^Ji^ 'yfl^ "V^ 'M^ 

A Scotch Song. 
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FY£ yackey never pxattle more so like a Lom^ 
No -Rebel e'er ^all gar my Heart to Love : 
Sawney was a Loyal Scot'^Kf dead and gone, 
And ymny in her Daddy s^%y with mudde JOy shall 

■.mavei: : ... .;■ . i . 
Laugh at the Kirk- Apostles & the C^tntm^ swarms, 
Andfightwith:lionny Lads that love their Monarchy 

and King, 
.Then y^jwwy fresTi and hllth shall take thecl in her 
Arms, [^^ii^g; 

And giye thee ^twanty Kisses, and^ perhaps a better 

♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦»»»♦♦♦♦♦♦»♦♦♦ 

A Song in the Fairy Queen. Sung by 
Afrs. Dyer. 




^^^ 




^^ 



^ 



tt=E^±St§ 




y Google 



78 P I L L s iS^ Purge Mdanchoty. 

I Am come to lock all fast, 
Love without me cannot last : 
Love, like counsels of the Wise, 
Must be hid finm vulgar Eyes ; 
Tis holy, 'tis holy, and we must, we must conceal it, 
They prophane i^ they prophan£ it, who reveal it, 
They prophane it, they pro&ne it, who reveal it 



A New Song, Set to the FL UTE. 



^^^S^^ 




fet^ 




AFTER the pangs of fierce Desire, 
The doubts and hopes that wait on Love ; 
And feed by turns the raging Fire, 
How chaiming must Fruition prove : 

When 
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When the triumphant Lover feels, 
None of those Pains which once he bore ; 

Or when reflecting on his Ills, 

He makes his Pleasure, Pleasure more. 
He makes his Pleasure, Pleasure more. 



A Song in the C&medy calVd Sir Anthony 
Love : Or^ The Rambling Lady, Set by 
Mr, HENRY PURCELL. 



>^5fc|:g±Jalib!±gJff^^^ 
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^P^E 



-ttt^- 



IN 
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IN vain Ciemehe, you bestow, 
' The promised Empire of your Heart ; 
If you refuse to let iHe kiiow, 
The wiealthy ChMUas of eveiy part 

My Passion with your kindness grew, 
Tho' Beauty gave the first-desire, 

But Beauty only to f>ursue, 
Is following a wandrin^ Fire. 

As mils in perspective, suppress, 
' Th6 'free enquiry of the sight : 
Restraint makes every Pleasure less, 
And takes from Love the full delight. 

'" yaint Kisses inay in part supply, 

Those eager liongings of my Soul ; 
But oh ! Tm lost, if you deny, 
A quick possession of the whole. 



A Song, Set to Mustek 6y Mr. Graves. 




^m^^ ^- 
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y^?^ F ^^^^ 




# 




MY dear Corinna give me leave, 
To gaze, to gaze on her I Love ; 
k)ds cou'd never, never yet conceive. 
Her Worth, tho' from above ; 
There's none on Earth can equalize, 
So sweet, so sweet a Soul as she ; 
Who ever gains so great a Prize, 
Has all, has all that Heav'n can be« 

Curse on my Fate, who placed me here, 

In a Sphere^ a Sphere, so much below, 
My Love, my Life, my all that's dear \ 

And yet she must not know ; 
The torment for her I sustain, 

Shall ill, shall ill rewarded be \ 
When loving, when loving, and not LoVd again. 

Does prove, does prove, a Hell to me« 
VOL. VI. G A, 



y Google 



82 T ihts fo Purge Mdanckofy. 

A Mock Song to If Love's a.swedt Pasision. 




^^ m^^^ 



IF Wine be a Cordial why does it Torment? 
If a Poison oh ! tell ine whence comes my Con- 
tent? " 
Since I drink it with Pleasure, why should I complain ? 
Or repent ev'ry Mom when I know 'tis in vain : 
Yet so charming the Glass is, so deep is the Quart, 
That at once it both drowns and enlivens my Heart. 

I take it off briskly and when it is down, 
By my jolly Complexion I make my Joy known ; 
But oh ! how Fm blest when so strong it dpes prove, 
By its soveraigh heat to expel that of Love : 
. Whisn in quenching the Old, I creat a new Flame, 
And am wrapt in 'Such Pleasures that still want a Name. 

The 
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The LQYAL Subject's WISH. By Mrs. 
Anne Morcott* 



f-gu-J^- f i r-M^^ 



$^m^ ^ 
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LET 
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LET Mary live long, . 
She's Vertuous and Witty, 
All charmingly Pretty ; 
Let Mary live long, 

And Reign many Years : 
Wou'd the Cloud was gone o'er. 
That troubles us sore, 

When the Sun-shine appears; 
We shall be delivered, 
We shall be delivered, 
From fiiry and fears. 

Heavens send the King home, 
With Laurels to crown him, 
Each Rebel to own him ; 

And may he live long, 
And Reign many Years : 

When the Conquest is plain, 
And three Kingdoms regain'd ; 
Let his Enemies fall. 

Then Casar shall flourish, 

Then Ctesar shall flourish, 
In spight of them alL 

All glorious and gay, 

Let the King live for ever : 
May he languish never, never : 
Like Flowers in May^ 

His Actions smell sweet : 
When the Wars are all done. 
And he safe in his Throne ; 
Trophies lay at his Feet, 
With loud Acclamations, 
With loud Acclamations, 
His Majesty greet 



The 
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The ShjEpherdess Lerinda's Complaint, by 
Walter Overbury, Gent. 




^^^ 



f^ig 



H? 



#-# 



^ 




^^^^^ 




^ 



» ^, « . . > > P 



eE 



^#=? 



LERINDA complaineth that Strephon is dull, 
And that nothing diverting proceeds from his 
Sk'dU; 
But when oncQ Lerinda vouchsafes to be' kind, 
To her long Admirer she'll then quickly find : 
Such strange alteration as will her confute, 
That StrephorCs transported, that ^r.^ii^Vtransported, 
That StrephofCs transported and grown more acute. 

Love 
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Love willjind out the Way. 




^^-^^^^ t ^^ ^ 



OVER the Mountains, . 
And over the Waves ; " 
OveF the Fountains, 

And under the Graves : 
Over Rocks which are steepest, 
• Wbjch do -A^?»«^ .obey ; 
Ov«- Floods wj^ch are the devest, 
Love will find out the way. * 

Where there is nc[ pfaee^ '. \ '\ 

For <he GloF-worm to lie : 
Where ^smi isno space, 

For receipt of a Flye : 
Where tl^e Gnat she dares not yeipLltyrc, 

Lest to seJif fest she lay V ' 

But if Love come he will enter, 

And will find out the way. 

You may esteem him ■ 

a Child by his force ) 
Or you may deem him 

A Coward, Which ii* Worse': 



But 
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But if he whom Love doth Honour^ 

Be conceard from the Day ; ^ 
Set a Thousand Guards upon him', 

Love will find out the way. 

Some think to lose him. 

Which is too unkind;. ; 

And some do suppose bim. 

Poor Hcvt to. he Blind : 
But if ne'er so dose ybi^ wall him, 

Do the best that you may ; . 
Blind Love, if so you call him, . 

Will find out the way. 

Well may the Eagle ' '^ - 

Stoop down to the Fist ; \ ^ 
Or you may inveagle^ ' 

The Phenix of the Ealst- 
With T«u« the Tyg^rVmoved/ 

To give over his Prey [ ' _ 
But never stop a* Lover, ' 

He will post on his Wi)r:f '"' ■ 

Yxom Dover to Barwkkf'^^^ • 

And Nations thro'oirt.^ 
Brave Guy of Witumnki^y-^ 

That Champion stout: 
With his Warlike bchaviottrj . . . ' 

Thro' the World he diditrayj; 
To win his jP>WSfe'i>FavbuT,:v; 

Love will find.out the way* I 

In order next enter8,..7 „ ., - . rt ■ ? 

i?^9tf so brave > . . , .^ 

After Adventures, . j :^, , i ,r s ^ 

And Policy gr;*ye j . -,^ 

To see wfao;^, he desy:^ J. , , ; . , . ; 

His/i^iiM^tfsagay, > 
For whom his Heaitivas fire^, :;. . 

hoYC fouad oxU. &t way^ . ' 

•^ T/U! 
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The Second Part^ To the same Tune. 

THE gordian Knot, 
Which trae Lovers knit ; 
Undo you cannot, 

Nor yet break it : 
Make use of your Inventions, 

Their Fancies to betray ; 
To frustrate your intentions, 
Love will find out the way. 

From Court to Cottage, 

In Bower and in Hall ; 
From the King unto the Beggar, 

Love conquers all : 
Tho' ne'er so stout and Lordly, 

Strive do what you may ; 
Yet be you ne'er so hardy, 

Love will find out the way. 

Love hath power over Princes,. 

Or greatest Emperor; 
In any Provinces, 

Sudi is Love's Power : 
There is no resisting, 

But him to obey ; 
In spight of all contesting, 

Love will find out the way. 

If that he were hidden, 

And all Men that are ; 
Were strictly forbidden, 

That place to declare : 
Winds that have no abiding, 

Pitying their delay ; 
Will come and bring him tydings, ^ 
And direct him the way. 

If 
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If the Earth should part him. 

He would gallop it o're : 
If the Seas should overthwart him, 

He would swim to the Shore : 
Should his Love become a Swallow, 

Thro' the Air to stray ; 
Love would lend Wings to follow, 

And would find out the way. 

There is no striving, 

To cross his intent : 
There is no contriving, 

His Plots to prevent : 
But if once the Message greet him, 

That his true Love doth stay ; 
If Death should come and meet him, 

Love will find out the way. 



A Song, in the Play calTd the Tragedy of 
Cleomenes the Spartan Heroe: Hung 
by Mrs. BUTLER, Set by Mr. H, 
PURCELL. 
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"V T O, no, poor suffering Heart, no change endea- 
V\ vour.; ^ 1 . / . 

Chuse to sustain the smart rather tiiaii leave Her ^ 
lyiy ravish'd Eyes behokl such Chatms about her/, 
I can Dy^_ with her^ but not live without her^ . . 
One tender Sigh of her to see me Languish : > 
Will more than pay the price of my past Anguish, 
Beware, oh cruel Fak how you smile on me, 
'Twas a kind look of yours that has undone me,: 

Love has in store for nie bnd happy Muiute, ^^^J 

And she will end my Pain who did begin it ; 
Then no Day ypid of Bliss-^nd Pleasures leaving. 
Ages shdl slide away|.wiihout perceiving.: 
Cupid shall guard the i>o6r; the more to please lis, , 
And keep out Time and Death when they^ would seaze 

uis; .., . - .-• ^ ^ . . ^.^:\' ,:^ r,.. 

Time and Death shall depart, and sayxQ flyilig j -; 
Love has fbuhd but*a-way to Live by Dyings -^ ^ 

7tu 
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The Jolly Trades-men, ' 




QOMETIMES I am a Tapster Hew, 
i3 And skilful in my Trade Sir, 
I fill my Pots most duly, 
Without deceit or froth Sfr : 
K Spicket of two Handfuls long, 
I use to Occupy Sir : 
And when I set a Butt abroach,, 
Then shall no Beer nml)y Sir,. 

Sometimes I am a Butcher, 
And then I feel fat Ware Sir ; 
And if the Flank be. fleshed weU, ; 
I take no farther care Sir : 
But in I thrust my Slaughtering-Knife, 
Up to the Haft with speed Sir j' 
For all that ever I can do, •• 
I cannot make it bleed Sir. 

Sometimes I am a Baker, . 
And Bake both white and brbwai Sir ; 
I have as fine a Wrigiing-Pde, 
As any is in all this: Town ^.: \ -i 



But 



y Google 



g2 P I L L s /(; Purge Melancholy, 

But if my Oven be over-hot, 
I dare not thrust in it Sir ; 
For burning of my Wriglihg-Pole, 
My Skiirs not worth a Pin Sir. 

Sometimes I am a Glover, 

Atid can do passing well Sir ; . 

In dressing of a Doe-skin, 

I know I do excel Sir : 

But if by chance a Flaw I find, 

In dressing of the Leather ; - . 

I straightway whip my Needle out, 

And I tack 'em close together. 

Sometimes I am a Cook, . 

And in Fleet-Street I do dwell Sir : s- 

At the sign of the Sugar-loaf, 

As it is known full well Sir : 

And if a dainty Lass comes by. 

And wants a dainty bit Sir ; 

I take four Quarters in my Arms, 

And put them on my Spit Sir. 

In Weavering and in Fulling, 

I have such passing Skill Sir ; 

And underneath my Weavering-Beam, 

There stands a FuUing-Mill Sir : 

To have good Wives displeasiure, 

I would be very loath Sir ; 

The Water runs so near my Hand, 

It over-thicks my Cloath Sir. 

Sometimes I am a Shoe-maker, 

And work with silly Bones Sir : 

To make my Leather soft and moist, 

I use a pair of Stones Sir : 

My Lasts for and my lasting Sticks, 

Aie fit for every size Sir ; 

I know the length of Lasses Feet,. 

By handling of their Thighs Sir. .; 

The 
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The Tanner's Trade I practice^ 
Sometimes amongst the rest Sir ; 
Yet I could never get a Hair^ 
Of any Hide I dress'd Sir ; 
For I have been tanning of a Hide, ' 
This long seven Years and more Sir ; 
And yet it is as hairy still. 
As ever it was before Sin 

Sometimes I am a Taylor, 

And work with Thread that's strong Sir ; 

I have a fine great Needle, 

About two handfulls long Sir : 

The finest Sempster in this Town, 

That works by line or leisure ; 

May use my Needle at a pinch, 

And do themselves great Pleasure. 



The slow Men ^London : Or, the Widow 
Brown. To the same Tune. 

THERE dwelt a Widow in this Town, 
That was both Fair and Lovely ; 
Her Face was comely neat and brown, 

To Pleasure she would move thee : 
Her lovely Tresses shin'd like Gold, 

Most neat is her Behaviour ; 
For truth it has of late been told. 

There's many strove to have her. 
There were three Young Men of this Town ; 

Slow Men of London ; 
And they'd go Wooe the Widow Brown^ 
Because they would be undone. 

The 
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The one a Taylof :isas by JTkatde, 

An excellent Occupation ; 
But Widows Love doth waste and fade, 

I find by observation : " 
The second was a Farrier bold, 

A Man of excellent Metal ; 
His Love to her was never cold, 

So firm his Thoughts did settle, 
There were, 6-r. 

The third a Weaver was that came, 

a Suitor to this Widow ; 
Her Beauty did his Heart inflame, 

Her Thoughts deceit doth shadow, 
Widows can dissemble still. 

When Young Men come a Wooing ; 
Yet they were guided by her Will, 

That proved to their undoing. 
There were three, 6-r. 

This Widow had a dainty Tongue, 

And Words as sweet as Honey ; 
Which made her Suitors to her throng. 

Till they had spent their Money : 
The Taylor spent an Hundred Pound, 

That he took tip 6fi Credit ; 
But now her Knavery he hath found, 

Repents that are he did it 
These were three, &^c. 

Threescore Pounds the Farrier had. 

Left him hj his Father ; 
To spend this Money he was mad. 

His Dad so long did gather : 
This Widow often did protest, 

She lov'd him best of any ; 
Thus would she swear, when she did leasts 

To make them spend their Money. - 
These were three, &'c. 

The 



y Google 



Pi li L s io P»r£e Mdafuhcly. 95 

The Weaver spent his daily gains, 

That he gjdt by His Labout ; 
Some thiityPouifids he spent in vain, 

He bonwd of his Neighbour : 
She must have Sack and Muscadine, < 

And Claret brev^d with Sugar: 
Each Day they feed her chops with Wine, 

, For which they all might hug her. 
The^e were three, 6«f. 

»♦♦♦»♦♦♦♦♦»♦♦»♦♦♦♦♦»♦♦♦♦ 

The Stcond Part, To the same Tune. 

SHE went AppareU'd neat and fine. 
People well might wonder ; 
To see how she in Gold did shine, 

Her fame abroad did thunder : 
A water'd Camlet Gown she had, 

A Scarlet Coat belaced 
With Gold, which made her Suitors glad. 

To see how she ivas graced. 
These were, &*€. 

The Taylor was the neatest Lad, 

His Cloathp were oft Perfum'd ; 
, Kind Entertainment still he had, 

Till he his 'state consumed : 
The Farrier likewise spent his 'state, 

The Weaver often kiss'd her : 
But when that they in 'state were Poor, 

They sought but still they miss'd her. 
These were, &*c 

The Farrier and the Weaver too, 

Were fain to fly the City : 
The Widow did them quite undoe. 

In faith more was the pity : 
She of her Suitors being rid, 

A Welchman came unto her : 
By Night and Day his suit he ply'd. 

Most roughly he did Woo her ; 

For 
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For wooing tricks he quite put down^ 

The Slow-men of London; 
He over-reach'd the Widow Brown^ 

That had so many undone. 

He swore he was a Gentleman, 

Well landed in the Country : 
And liv'd in Reputation there, 

•His Name Sir Rowland Humphry* 
The Widow did believe him then. 

And Love unto him granted ; 
Thus he her Favour did obtain, 

Welehmen will not be daunted. 
By cunning tricks he quite put down, 

The Slow-men of London : 
That came to Woo this Widow Brown^ 

Because they would be undone. 

The Welchman pl/d her Night and Day> 

Till to his Bow he brought her; 
And bore away the Widow quite, 

From all that ever sought her : 
She thought to be a Lady gay, 

But she was sore deceiv'd : 
Thus the Welchman did put down, 

The Slow-men of London : 
For they would Wooe the Widow Brown^ 

Because they would be imdone. 

Thus she was fitted in her kind, 

For all her former Knavery ; 
The Welchman did deceive her Mind, 

And took down all her Bravery : 
It had been better she had ta'en. 

The Weaver, Smith, or Taylor ; 
For when she sought for State and Pomp, 

The Welchman quite did fail her : 
Then learn you Young Men of this Town, 

You Slow-men of London : 
Which way to take the Widow Brown^ 

For least you all be undone. 
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The ROYAL Example, ^y Mr. Henry 
PurceU. . 
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' AY her blest Example chace 
. Vice, in Troopfs out of ihe Land ; 
Flying from her awfUr Face,- ■''■■■' 

Like trembling Ghost when Day's at Hand : 
May her Hero bring us Peace, 

Won with Honour in the Field : 
Aud our Home-bred Facik>n9 cease. 
He still our Sword, and she our Shield. 
VOL. VL H The 
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The ROYAL Triumph of Britain's 
Monarch. 



^g^^^^S, 



^^^^^ ^^ 



^^^s^^ 



&^^ 



P ^fe ^^aia 



^^m 



•G^ 



"^^wm 



^*^ 



a 



JUL 



^t:|^ 



^^ 



^^ 



t^-^ 



?:i 



. NEW 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



P I L L s /(t? Purge Melancholy. 99 



"V T EW PyramicTs raise, 



_ Bring the Poplar and Bayes, 

To Crown our Triumphant Commander ; 

The French too shall run, 

As the Irish have done, 
Like the Persians^ the Persians ; 
Like the Persians^ the Persians, 
Like the Persians before Aleouinder. 

Had the Rubicon been, 

Such a Stream as the Boyn, 
Not Casar, not Ccesar himself had gone on : 

King IVilliam exceeds, great Casar in Deeds, 

More than he did, more than he did. 
More than he did, great Pompey before. 

Tho' bom in a State, 

Fore-told was his Fate, 
That he should be a Monarch ador'd : 

One Globe was too small. 

To contain such a Soul, 
New Worlds must submit to his Sword. 

So Great and Benign, 

Is our Sovereign Queen, 
Made to share his Empire and Bed ; 

May she still fill his Arms, 

Witii her lovely soft Charms, 
And a Race of ELing JVi//iam*s succeed 



^^^ 



1^1 



H 2 • The 



yGooQle 



gl 



roo Pills to Ptirge Melancholy. 



The Jolly Broom-man : Or, the unhappy 
BOY turn' d Thrifty. 



^^^^i^ ^^ 
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'T^HERE was an Old Man, and he liv*d in a Wood, 
Jl and his Trade it was making of Broom, 

And he had a naughty Boy, Jack to his Son, 
and he lay in Bed till 'twas Noon, 'twas Noon, 
and he lay in Bed till 'twas Noon. 

No Father e'er had, so lazy a Lad, 

with sleep he his Time did consume. 
In Bed where he lay, still every Day, 
and would not go cut his green Broom, green Broom, 
and would not go cut his green Broom. 

The 
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The Father was vext, and sorely perplext, 

with Passion he entered the Room ; 
Come Surah, he ciyd, I'll liquor your Hide, - 

if you will not go gather green Broom, greenBroom, 
if you will not go gather green Broom. 

^ack lay in his Nest, still taking his rest, 

and valu'd not what was his Doom, 
But now you shall hear, his Mother drew near, 

and made him go gather green Broom, green Broom, 
and made him go gather green Broom. 

Jadis Mother got up, and fell in a Rage, 

and swore she would fire the Room, 
If yack did not rise, and go to the Wood, 

and fetch home a bundle of Broom, green Broom, 
and fetch home a bundle of Broom. 

This wakened him straight, before it was late, 

as fearing the terrible Doom, 
Dear Mother, quoth he, have pity on me, 

I'll fetch home a Bundle of Broom, green Broom, 
I'll fetch home a bundle of Broom. 

Then yack he arose, and he slipt on his Cloaths, ' 

and away to the Wood very soon ; 
To please the Old Wife, he took a sharp Knife, 

and fell to the cutting of Broom, green Broom, 
and fell to the cutting of Broom. 

yack foUow'd his Trade and readily made, 

his Goods up for Country Grooms : 
This done, honest yack took them at his Back, 

and cr/d, will you buy any Brooms, green Brooms, 
and cr/d, will you buy any Brooms. 

Then yack he came by a Gentleman's House, 

in which was abundance of Rooms ; 
He stood at the Door, and. began for to roar, 
crying, Maids will you buy any Brooms, green 
Brooms, 
crying, Maids will you buv any Brooms. 

I 
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I tell you they're good, just fetch'd from the Wood, 

and fitted for sweeping of Rooms ; 
Come handle my Ware, for Girls I declare, 

you never had better green Brooms, green Brooms, 
you never had better green Brooms. 

The Maiden did call, the Steward of the Hall, 

who came in his Silks and Perfumes, 
He gave yack his Price, and thus in a trice, 

he sold all his Bundle of Brooms, green Brooms, 
he sold all his Bundle of Brooms. 

Likewise to conclude, they gave him rich Food, 

with Liquor of Spicy Perfumes ; 
The hot BoyFd and Roast, did cause y<uk to boast, 

no Trade was like making of Brooms, green Brooms, 
no Trade was like making of Brooms. 

For first I am Paid, and then I am made, 

right Welcome by Stewards and Grooms, 
Here's Money, Meat and Drink-, what Trade do you 
think 
compares with the making of Brooms, green Brooms, 
compares with the making of Brooms. 

I have a good Trade, more Goods must be mad^, 

to fiimish young Lasses and Grooms, 
Wherefore I shall lack a Prentice, quoth yack^ 

I'll teach him the making of Brooms, green Brooms, 
I'll teach him the making of Brooms. 
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A Song, the Words and Tune by Mr. 
Witt Green. 
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X^T EVER sigh, but think of kissing, 

J^ \ More, and more, and more of Wishing ; 

To possess the mighty Blessing, 
While they enjoy it they are true. 
They'll hug, they'll cling, and heave up too, 

But Liberty when once regained, 

The Favoiir's to another feign'd 

Why should we then the Sex admire, 
For 'twas never their desire. 
To maintain a constant Fire ; 

If oagling, wheedling youll believe. 

They'll hourly study do deceive. 
But we will find out better ways, 
In Musick, Singing, spend our Days. 

T7u 
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The LOYAL Delights of a Contented 
Mind. The Words by Mr. Mtunford, 
Set by Mr. H. Purcell. 
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OH how Happy's he, who from Business free, 
Can Enjoy his Mistress, Bottle, and his Friend : 
Not confined to State, nor the Pride of the Great ; 
Only on himself, not others doth depend : 
Change can never vex him. Faction ne'er perplex him ; 
If the World goes well, a Bumper crowns his Joys,- 
If it be not so than he takes of two ; 
Till succeeding Glasses, Thinking doth destroy. 

When his Noddle reels, he to Ccdia steals ; 
And by Pleasures unconfin'd runs o'er the Night ; 
.In the Morning wakes, a pleasing Farewel takes, 
Ready for fresh Tiplipg, and for new Delight : 
When his Table's full, oh, then he hugs his Soul ; 
And drinking all their Healths, a Welcome doth ex- 
press: 
When the Cloth's removed, then by all approv'd, 
Comes the full grace Cup, Queen Anna's^OKA success. 



A Riddle. 
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THERE is a Thing which in the light 
Is seldom us'd, but in the Night, 
It serves the Maiden Female crew, 
The Ladies, and the good Wives too : 
They us'd to take it in their Hand, 
And then it will uprightly stand ; 
And to a Hole they it apply, 
Where by it's good will it could Dye : 
It wasts, goes out, and still within. 
It leaves it's Moisture thick and thin. 
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On a Lady Drinking the Waters, 
Words by Sir George Etherige. 
by Mr. James Hart. 
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PHILLIS lay aside your Thinking, 
Youth and Beauty shou'd be Gay, 
Laugh and talk, and mind your Drinking : 
Whilst we pass' thq Time away. 
Laugh and talk, and mind your Drinking, 
Whilst we pass the Time away. 

They ought only to be pensive. 
Who dare not their Grief declare, 
Lest their story be offensive, 
But still lan»iish in Despair, 
Lest their, ^c, - 

Yet what more torments your Lovers, 
They are Jealous, they obey, 
One whose Restless Minds discovers. 
She's no less a Slave than they, 
One whose, ^c. 
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The Lascivious Lover and the coy Lass. 
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PISH fye, you're rude Sir, 
I never saw such idle fooling ; 
You're grown so lewd Sir, 

So debauch'd I hate your ways ; 
Leave, what are you doing ? 
I see you seek my ruin, 

111 cry out, pray make no delay. 

But tfidce your Hand away ; 
Ah ! good Sir, pray Sir, don't you do so, 
Never was I thus abus'd-so, 

By any Man, but you alone, 
Therefore Sir, pray begone. ' 
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Advice to a Miser. Set. by Mr James 
Graves. 
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T3 ETIRE old Miser, and learn to be wiser, 
Jf\^ In looking o'er Books ne'er spend all thy Time ; 
But rather be thinking, of roaring and drinking, 
For by those to Promotion thou^t speedily climb. 

Then prithee be Jolly, desert this thy Folly, 

Make welcome thy Friends, and ne'er repine ; 

For when thou art hurl'd into the next v Vorld^ - : 

Thy Heir I'll engage it in Splendor will shine. ' 

• • • ' < ■' 

When thy Breath is just vanish'd, his care will be 

banisht. 
And scarce will he follow thy Corps to the Grave ; 
Then be cautious and wary, for nought btit Canary, 
He's a Fool that for others himself do's enslave* 
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A Song in the Play calVd, Rule a Wife 
and have Wife. Set by Mr. HENRY 
PURCELL. Sung by Mrs. Hudson. 

THERE'S not a Swain on the Plain, 
VVou'd be blest like me, 
Oh ! cou*d you but, cou'd you but, cou'd you but,' 
on me smile ; 
But you appear so severe. 
That trembling with fear, 

My heart goes pit a pat, pit a pat, pit a pat, all the 
while. ' 

If I cry must I die, you make no reply, 
But look shy, and with a scornful Eye, 

Kill me by your cruelty ; 
Oh ! can you be, can you be, can you be, can you be, 
can you be, can you be, can you be, can you, can you, 
can you be too hard to me. 



A Song in the Play caWd the Lancashire 
Witches. Sung by Mrs. Hudson, and 
Set by Mr. John Eccles. 
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TORMENTING Beauty leave my Breast, 
In spight of Clot TU have rest ; 
In vaiti is all her Syren Art, 
Still longer to hold my troubled Heart : 
For I'm resolv'd to break the Chain, 
And o'er her Charms the Conquest gain, 
And o'er her Charms the Conquest gain. 

Insulting Beauty I have bom, 
Too long your Female Pride and scorn ; 
Too long have been your Publick Jest, 
Your common Theme at ev'ry Feast : 
Let others thee, vain Fair, pursue, 
Whilst I for ever bid adieu, 
Whilst I for ever bid adieu. 
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A Song in the Comedy calPd, The Wives 
Excuse : Or, Cuckolds make themselves. 
Sung by Mr. Mountford. Set by Mr. 
HENRY PURCELL. 

SAY cruel Amoret, how long, how long, 
In Billet-doux, and humbl6 Song; 
Shall poor Alexis, shall poor Alexis, poor Alexis 
wooe? 
If neither Writing, Sighing, Sighing, Dying, 
Reduce you to a soft complying. 

Oh, oh, oh, oh, when will you come too. 

Full Thirteen Moons are now past o'er, 
Since first those Stars I did adore^ 

That set my Heart on fire : 
The conscious Play-house, Parks and Court, 
Have seen my sufferings made your sport, 

Yet I am ne'er the nigher. 

A faithful Lover should deserve, 
A better Face, than thus to starve : 

In sight of such a Feast ; 
But oh ! if you'll not think it fit, 
Your hungry Slave shou'd tastel on bit; 

Gives some kind looks' at least 
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The Double Lovers Request. 
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Q^ Uch command o'er my Fate has your Love or your 

O iiate, 

That nothing can make me more .wretched or great : 

Whilst expiring I lie, to live or to die, 

Thus doubtful the Sentence of such 1 rely : 

Your Tongue bids me go, tho' your Eyes say not so, 

But much kinder VVords-froiQ their Language do flow. 

Then leave me not here, thu^ibetween Hope and Fear, 
Tho' your Love cannot come, let your pity appear ; 
But this my request, you must grant me at least, 
And more I'll not ask, but to. you leave the rest ; 
If my fate I must meet,, let it be at your Feet, ' 
Deadi there with' more joy, <tfaafi dse'where I wou'd 
greet . x v: u- ,.- v. ••. . / ! ; 

VOL. \U 1 A 
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TELL me why so long you try me, 
Still I follow, still you fly me ; 
Will the race be never done, 
Will it be ever but begun : 
Could I quit my Love for you, 
I'd ne'er love more what e'er I do ; 
When I speak truth, you think I lie, 
You think me false, but say not why. 
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A Song, Set by Mr. Rob. King. 
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A Song, Set by Mr. Barincloe^ 

nr^Is a foolish mistake, 
j[ That Riches can speak, 

Or e'er for good Rhetoric pass : 
To a Fool I confess, 
Your Gold may address, 

Or else where the Master's an Ass : 
To a Woman of Sense, 
'Tis a sordid pretence. 

That a Golden Effigies can move her ; 
No Face on the Coin, 
Is half so Divine, ; 

As that of a faithful young Lover, 

But Men when they Love, 
Their Passion to prove, 

From the Court to the dull Country Novice ; ' 
To the Fair they're so kind, 
First to fathom their Mind, ^ - 

Next search the Prerogative Office : 
No imprimis I give, ; 

Then the Fair one they give, 

Notwithstanding their strong Protestations ; 
Till the Lady discover, 
No Fortune, no Lover, 
- Then draws ofif her fond Inclination, 
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The valiant Soldier's, and Sailor's Loyal 
Subjects Health, to the ^ueen, Prince 
and Noble Commanders. 
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XT OW, now the Queen's Health, 
j[^ And let the Haut-boys play ; 

vVhilst the Troops on their March ilhaH huzza, 
huzza, huzza, 
Now now the Queen's Health, 

And let the Haut-boys play, 
VVhilst the Drums and the Trumpets, 

Sound from the Shore, huzza, huzza, huzza. 

Now now the Prince's Health, 
And let the Haut-boys play. 
Whilst the Troops on their March, shall huzza, huzza, 
huzza : 

Now 
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Now now the Prince's Health, 

And let the Haut-boys play ; 
Whilst the Drums and the Trumpets 

Sound from the Shore huzza, huaza, hu^za; 

Now the brave Eugenes Health, 

Who shews the French brave play ; . 

And does March over Rocks, let's huzza, huzza, 
huz^ 
Now the brave Eugenes Health, 

And let the Haut-boys play ; 
Whilst the Drums and the Trumpets 

Sounds as they March, huzza, huzza, huzza. 

Now now the Duke's Health, 

Brave Marlborough I say, 

Whilst the Cannon do roar, let's huzza, huzza, huzza. 
Now now the Duke's Health, 

And let the Haut-boys play^ . 
Whilst the Drums and the Trumpets 

SouAd from the Shore, huzza, huzza, huzza. 

Now brave OrmoncTs Health Boys, 

Whilst Colours do display : 
' And the Britains in Fight, shall huzza, huzza 

huzza ; 
Now brave Ormond's Health Boys, 

Whilst Colours do display : 
And the prtim"^ and the Trumpets 

Sound from the Shore huzza, huzza, huzza. 

Kow Sir Cloudsifs Health Boys 

And Trumpets sound each Day, 

Whilst the Tars with their Caps shall huzza, huzza, 
'■ huzzai 
Kow Sir Cloudsiys Health Boys, 

And Trumpets sound each Day, 
Whilst the Thundring Cannon 

Loudly do roar huzza, huzza, huzza. 

Brave Peterborough's Health Boys, 

Who boldly makes his way, 
A While the French run let's huzza, huzza, huzza ; 

Bra\« 
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Brave Peterborough's Health Boys, 

And let the Haut-boys play, 
WhUe the Drums and tiie Trumpets 

Sound as they March huzza, huzza, huzza* 

Now now brave Zm>&V Health, 

Who is sailed away, 

For to find the French Fleet let's huzzza, huzza, 
huzza. 
Now now brave Lea^s Health, 

Who'll shew the French fair play. 
While the Drums and the Trumpets, 

Sound fi'om on Board, huzza, huzza, huzza. 
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The Beau's Ballad. Occasioned by the sight 
of a White Marble Side-Table. 
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A Pox on the Fool, 
Who could be so dull, • 
To contrive such a Table for Glasses': 
Which at the first sight, 
The Guests must affright, 

More by half than their Liquor rejoyces. 

•Tis so like a Tomb, 
That whoever does come 

Can't look on't without thus reflecting ; 
Heaven knows how soon. 
We must lye under one, 

And such Thoughts must needs be perplexing. , 

Then away with that Stone, 

Break it, throw it down, 
To some Church or other, else fling't in : 

*Tis fitter by far, 
'To have a place there, 
. . Than stand here to spoil. Mirth and good Drinkmg. 

Tho-e Death let it show. 
To those who will go, 

' And Monuments there gaze and stare at ; 
We come here to live. 
And sad Thoughts away drive, 

With good store of immortal Claret 

Tho' the Glasses stand there, 
They shan't do so here, 

Tis the only kind Lesson that teaches ; 
Whilst it seems to say. 
Life's short. Drink away, 

No' time o'er your Liquor to Preach is. 

Then fill up the Glass, 
About let it pass, 

Tho' the Marble of death doth remind us ; 
The Wine shall ne'er die, 
Tho' you must and I, 

We'll not leav« a drop oft behind us* 



y Google 



i 1 20 P I L L s id Purge Melanchofy. 




fBfrtr'f#df#£f^^^ 


.3a4 . '';'i — 1>^-> KJ ■[■ t^ :-^ UJ 1 u 



T TNdemeath the Castle Wall, the Queen of 
yj Love sat mourning, • . 

Tearing of her golden' Lodu, her red Rose, 

Cheeks adorning ; 
With her Lilly white Hand she smote her Breasts^ 
And said she was forsaken, 
With that the Mountains they did skip, , 
And the Hills fell all* d quaking. 

Underneath the rotten Hedge, the Tinkers 

Wife sat shiting, ' ' . , 

Tearing of a Cabbage Leaf, her sdiitten A-^ 

A wiping ; 
With her cote bladt Hands she scratched her A— 

And swore she was beshitten, . 

With that the Pedlars all did skip, 

And the Fidlers fell a spitting. 

The 
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Theuilfortunate.Lov^. SetbyMr^NllAAS. 

# ^ ra 1 ^ ^ 




^^^^^i 




WHAT shall I do, I am undone, 
Where shall I fly my self to shun ; 
Ah ! me my self, my self must kill, 
And; yet I die against my Will 

In starry Letters I behold. 
My death is in the Heavens inroU'd, 
There find I writ in Skies above, 
That I, poor I, must die for Love. 

Twas not my Love deserv'd to die, 
Oh noj it was unworthy I ; 
I for her Love should not have dy'd, 
But that I had no worth beside. 

Ah rae ! that Love such Woe procures; 
For without her no Life endures > 
I for her Virtues did her serve, 
Doth such a Love a Death deserve.^ 
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A SONG. 
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MY Dear and only Love take heed, 
How thou thy self expose ; 
And let not longing Lovers feed, 

Upon such looks as th cse 
I'll Marble Wall thee round about, 

And Build without a Door ; 
But if my Love doth once break out, 
I'll never Love thee more. 

If thou hast love that thou refine. 

And tho' thou seest me not ; 
Yet paraleird that Heart of thine 

Shall never be forgot : 
But if Unconstancy admit, 

A Stranger to bear sway ; 
My Treasure that proves counterfeit. 

And he may gain the Day. 



Ill 
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I'll lock my self within a Cell, 

And wander under Ground ; 
For there is no such Faith in her, 

As there is to be found : 
111 curse the Day that e'er thy Face, 

My Soul did so betray ; 
And so for ever, evermore, 

111 sing Oh well-a-day ! 

Like Alexander I will prove, 

For I will reign alone ; 
I'll have no Partners in my Love, 

Nor Rivals in my Throne : 
I'll do by thee as Nero did, 

When Rome was set on fire ; 
Not only all j^lief forbid, 

But to the^Hills retire. 

Ill fold- my Arms like Ensigns up. 

Thy falshood to deplore ; 
And after such a bitter Cup, 

I'll never love thee more. 

Yet for the Love I bore thee once. 

And lest that Love should die ; 
A Marble Tomb of Stone I'll write^ 

The Truth to testifie : 
That all the Pilgrims passing by, 

May see and so implore ; 
And stay and read the reason why, 

I'll never love thee more. 
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The SecdHd Pari of the Trader's Medly ; 
Or, The Cries 0/ London. 




g^^tel 





^^^ 



*:* 



gi^gifeg;^ 



i 



J^i^ l^ ^TkF Mmh I 



i )^*^ * « 



^ 



:e 



/""^^OME buy my Greens and Flowers fine, 

\^^ Your Houses to adorn ; 

I'll grind your Knives, to please your Wives, . 

^d bravely cut your Corns : 
Ripe Straw-berries here I have to sell, 

With Taffity-Tafts and Pies ; 
I've Brooms to sell will please you well, 

If you'll believe your Eyes. 



Here's 
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Here's Salop brought frpm foreign parte, 

With dainty Pudding^Pyes ; 
And Shrewsbury-Cakes, with Wa^df^ns We'd, 

I scorn to tell you lies : 
With Laces long and Ribbons broad, 

The best that e'er you see ; 
If you do lack an Almanack, 

Come buy it now of me. ' 

The Tinker's come to stop your feojes, 

And Sauder all ypur Cradcs ; 
What e?er ypu think here's dainty Ink, 

And choice of Sealipg-Wax : 
Come Maids bring out your Kitchin-stuflf, 

Old Rag§, or Women's Hair ; 
I'll sell you Pins for Coney-skins, 

Come buy my Earthen-ware. 

Here's Limnions of the biggest. j^j^, 

With Eggs and Blotter too.; 
Brave Ne^s th^y^say is cqipe to Djiy, 

If ^<w«V News bjB.true : 
Here's Spiggot and fine Wooden-wares, 

WiA Fpss^jts to put in; 
I'll bottom all ypur broken Chairs, 

Thenpmylet mebegift. » 

A Rabbit fat ai^d plump J have, 

Young Maidens love fhe same; ; 
Come buy ^ Bird, vrm.fttja wpr^,- 

Or Pullet of tfieQaHie;': 
I sell the best spice Ginger-Bread, 

You ever did eat'l^efbre ; 
While Madam Ay«^ her Dum|>lings, 

She crys from Dopr to Door. 

Come buy a Cpn^b, pr Buck|e,fiij^, 

For Girdle of your Lass ; 
My Oysters too are. ;very new, 

With Trumpet soii^djng glas9 : 

' ' Your 
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Your Lanthom-homs 111 make them shme, 

And mend them very well ; 
There's no Jack-line so good as mine, 

As I have here to sell. 

Come buy my Honey and my Book, 

For Cuckolds to peruse ; 
Your Turnip-man is come again, 

To tell his Dames some News : 
I've Plumbs and Damsons very fine. 

With very good mellow Pears ; 
Come buy a charming Dish of Fish, 

And give it to your Heirs. 

Come buy my Figs, before they're gone, 

Here's Custards of the best ; 
And Mustard too, that's very new, 

Tho' you may think I Jest : 
My Holland-socks are very strong, ' 

Here's Eels to skip and play ; 
My hot grey-pease buy if you please, 

For I come ho more to Day. 

Old Suits or Cloaks, or Campaign Wigs, 

With Rusty Guns or Swords : 
When Whores or Pimps do buy my Shrimps, 

I never take their words : 
Your Chimney clean my Boy shall sweep. 

While I do him command ; 
Card Matches cheap by lump or heap. 

The best in all the Land. 

Come taste and buy my Brandy-Wine, 

'Tis newly come from France : 
This Powder now is good I vow, 

Which I have got by chance ; 
New Mackerel the best I have, ^ 

Of any in the Town ; 
Here's Cloath to sell will please you well, 

As soft as any Domi. 
% ' Work 
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Work for the Cooper, Maids give Ear, 

111 hoop your Tubs and Pails : 
A nd if your sight it is not right. 

Here's that that never fails : 
Milk that is new come from the Cow, 

With Flounders fresh and fair ; 
Here's Elder-buds to purge your Bloods, 

And Onions keen and rare. 

Small-coal young Maids I've brought you here, 

The best that e'er you us'd ; 
Here's Cherries round and very sound, ; 

If they are not abus'd ; 
Here's Pippings lately come from Kenty 

Pray taste and then you'll buy ; 
But mind my Song, and then e'er long, 

You'll sing it as well as I. ' 



The Lover's CHARM. 
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J[ Why so cmei and severe ; 
Is't not you, ah ! you alone, 
Is't not you, ah ! you alone, 
Secures my wandering Heart your own : 
Change, which once the most did please, 
Now wants the X)6w€rt» give m^ ; 
You've fixt nae as the Cenjure sure, 
And you who kill alone can cure. 
And you who kill alone can cure. 

if refusing what i^ras granted, 
Be to raise my Passion higher ; 
Nymph believe me, I ne'er wanted. 
Art for to inflame desire : 
Calm my Thoughts, serene my Mind, 
Still increasing was my Jey,. 
*rill Lavinia prpv-d tuikibd, • 
-Nothing could na^ Pieace destroy. 
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A Song in the Roj^l Mischief. Set by Mr* 
John Eccles. Sung by Mr. Leveridge. 
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UNGUARDED lies thse wishing Ma^d^ 
Distrusting not to "be betra/d ; 
Ready to fall wiUi all her Charms, 
A shining Treasure to your Arms: 
Who hears this Story most befiei^, 
No H«art can truer Jo^ receive 5 
Since to take Lpve gind gire it too, 
Is ail that Love for hearts can do. 
vol. VI. K 
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A Ligg of good Noses set forth in a Jest 
Most fitly compared to whom you think best. 



First Nose. 
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Att shake Hands. 
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Tke LARGEST. 

MY Nose is the largest of all in this place, 
Mark how it becometh the midst of my Face ; 
tasure I take it from the end to the Brow, 
Four Inches by compass, the same doth allow. 

Likewise it is forged of passing good Metal, 
All of right Copper, the best in the Kettle ; 
For redness and Goodness the virtue is such. 
That all other Metal it serveth to touch. 

Old smug, nor the Tinker that made us so merry. 
With their brave Noses more red than a Cherry ; 
None here to my Challenge can make a denial. 
When my Nose cometh thus bravely to Tryal. 

All sing. 
Room for good Noses the best in our Town, 
Come fill the Pot Hostess, your Ale it is brown; 
For his Nose, and thy Nose, and mine shall not quarrel, 
So long as one Gallon remains in the Barrel. 

The LONGEST 

My Nose is the Longest no Man can deny. 
For 'tis a just handful right, mark from mine Eye ; 
Most seemly down hanging full low to my Chin, 
As into my Belly it fain would look in. 

It serves for a Weapon my Mouth to defend, 

My Teeth it preserveth still like a good Friend ; 

Where if so I happen to fall on the Ground, 

Ny Nose takes the burthen and keeps my Face sound. 

It likewise delighteth to peep in the Cup, 
Searching there deeply 'till all be drank up ; 
Then let my Nose challenge of Noses the best, 
The longest with Ladies are still in request 

All Sing. 
Room for, 6*^. 

K a The 
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The THICKEST. 

My Nose it is Thickest and Roundest of all, 
Inriched with Rubies the great with the small ; 
No Goldsmith of Jewels can make the like show, 
See how they zxt planted here all on a,row. 

How like a round Bo^le it also doth hang, 
Well stuffed with Liquor will make it cry twang ; 
with all, it is sweating ki the midst of the Cold, 
More worth to the honour than ransoms of Gold. 

You see it is gilded with Claret and Sack, 
A Food and fit cloathingfor belly and back : 
Then let my Nose challenge of all that be here, 
To sit at this Table as chiefest in cheer. 

All Sing. 
Room forj ^c. 

The Second Pari. 

We have the best Noses that be in our Town, 
If any bring better (^(^Me let him sit down. 

The FLATEST. 

MY Nosie \% the Fl^^test of ftU that be ber^, 
Devoid ,Qf all Danger w^ l^odily fear ; 
When other long Noses Jet fly at a Post, 
My Nose hath ttie advantaj^e,' well known to my jHost. 

For 'tis of the making of I^n^able ijfdiy, 
J^Ja^n without turning as Tjayellers say, 
Though no Nose but approveth to some disgrace. 
It bringeth less trouble unto a good Face. 

Then let n;ie do homage to them th^t Jiaye be^t. 
For all Nose anfi np No^e^ axe bg^th but, a Jest ; 
Yet my Nose shall Challenge aldiough it b.e i^at, 
A place with my Neighbours at whiping tjjie C^% 

Ail 
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AUSing. 
Koom for good'Noses the best in our'Town, 
Com^ fill thfe Pot Hostess^ your Ale it is BtoWn : 
Fot his Nose^ an^ thy Nose^ahd mine shall not 

quarrel, 
So long a& one Gidlon remains in the Bairel. 

The SHAEFEST. 

My Nose is the Sharpest good Neighbours mark well, 
The smoak of a Banquet three Mile I can smell ; 
Foiged and shaped so sharp at the End,| 
Makes known that I jpass hot what others do spend. 

Vet iBusfmy Nose-«piced most orderly be, 
With Niitmegs ahd Gingery dr else ^tii^iiotfdr nie ; 
And so to the bottoni the same I commit. 
Of every Man's cup whereas I do sit 

My Kose is the foremost you see at each FeaSt, 
Of all Other Noses the principal Guest ; 
Then let my Nose challenge as sharp as it shows, 
The chiefest of every good and bad Nose. 

All Sing. 
Room for, &*c. 

The BRX)At)EST 

My Nose is the Broadest how like you Sir, that. 
It feeds on good Liquor and grows very fiit; 
For like to a Fanack it covers my Face, 
To make other Noses the more in disgrace. 

And look how it glisters like Copper-smith's Hall, 
To i^hich our good Noses are summoned all ; 
When if that the dolours hold out not good red, 
A Fine must be levied and set on their Head. 

For having the Broadest and fairest to the Eye, 
The Sergeant of Noses appointed am I ; 
Then let my Nose challenge the chiefest from the rest. 
Of all other Noses the Broadest is best. 

AU 
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All Sing. 
Room for good Noses the best in our Town, 
Come fill Uie Pot Hostess, your Ale it is Brown ; 
For his Nose, and thy Nose, and mine shall not 

quarrel, 
So long as one Gallon remains in the Barrel 



The LUDGATE Prisoners. 
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"OBLEKingZw^, 
_ Full long hast thou stood. 

Not framed of Wood, but of Stone 
Of Stone sure thou art, 
Like our Creditors Heart, 

That regards not our sorrowful Moan. 

Within the Gate, 

They cry at the Grate, 
Pray Remember our Fate and shew Pity ; 

The poor and distressed. 

Who in Bonds are oppressed, 
Entreat the relief of the City 

In Threadbare Coats, 

We tear our Throats, 

With pitiful Notes that would move 



All 
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All Creatures, }mt Brutes, 

To give ear to our Suits, 

And themselves like true Christians approve. 

But in vain we cry, 

With a Box hanging by, 
Good Sirs cast an Eye on our Case ; 

No Beau nor Town Mistress, 

Are touched with oiu: Distress, 
But hold up their Nose at the Place. 

The lawyer jogs on. 

Without looking upon 
Th' afflicted, whose Moans he gives being ; 

Nor thinks on us Cits, 

But Breviates and Writs, 
And demurrs on Exorbitant Feeing, 

The Serjeants and Yeomen^ 

Who seek to undo Men, 
Though Good-men and True-men ne'er mind us ; " 

But rejoyce they get, 

By our being in Debt, 
And that where they have brought us, they find us. 

The Merchant alone. 

Makes our sorrows his own, 
And allows there is none but may fail ; 

Since that is free, 

By losses at Sea, 
May be immurr'd in a GaoL 

His Purse and his Board, 

With Plenty are stor'd. 
Due Relief to afford to the Needy ; 

While the Priest in his Coach, 

Joggs on to Debauch, 
To cloath us or feed us too Greedy. 

Others go by. 
And hearing our cry. 
They cast lip their Eye in Disdain j 

Afflrmmg 
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AfSrtaiiig thkt t^, 
If onte getfr^e, 
Should quickly be PtisoilfetS'agJkitti 

But let 'em take, heed, 

That reproach us indeed!^ 
And thu« at oiu: need go by gdnning ; 

Sin^e it 1$ so Man^ 

That there is no Maja^ 
Knows his End, that may know his [Beginning. 



Roomfdr Centtemen. 
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"O OOM for GentlemeA,- here tdtnes a CottipSinjr, 
Xv RoomforGentlemen)hereGome6myIx)rd-Mayor; 
You Barons, you Knights, and also you 'Squires, 
Give Room for Geatiemen, hare comes my iJord Mayor. 

First comes the Worshipful Company, 

Of Gallant Mmers into this Place \ 
With then: worthy Caps of Maintenance, 

Upon their Shoulders to their great grace : 
Side by side do they go ad jrott See here, 

Roomfor^ &c. 

Next 
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Next to them here coAies Ae Grocers^ 

A Company of Galiants bold;. 
Who willingly do give Attend«:kce) 

As all the People may b«hoid : > 
In their Gowns and their Caps with gallant Cheer. 
Room for, &*c. 

Then the Drapers they come nedtt, 

With their Streamers flying sb &ir) 
And their Trumpets sounding noosf loudly, 

Attending still upon my Lord Mayor : 
Thisir Whifflars, their BatcheloffS^ and all they^hiV^ 

there, 
Give Room, &*c. 

Then comes the Company of gallant FtskifumgitSi 
Attending his: Lordship's comiilg hdne 9 

As duty bmdeth they do still wait, 
UntU his Lordship doth appear : 

Then they rise, and go with luster cheer^ 

With Loving Hearts before the, Lord Mayor. 

The Goldsmiths they arb next to thein^ 

A braver Company there cailnbt be j 
All in theii* Liberies going most bcavely, 

And Colours spread most gallandy : 
They do wait, they attend^ and. then they stay thdre. 
Until the coming of my Lbrd Maybn 

The Merchdn^Taylors ndw they come in, 

A Company, both stout and bold ; 
Most willing to perform their Duties^ 

Scorning of any to be cbntrouFd : 
In their Go^ns and.their Caps, and ancient Affidrs, 
All attehd, 6v. 

The Haberdasher^ a Company be,-^ 

Of Gentlcifaen.bGth Gxaveand Wise; 
To all good Ordehi thfey do .tigmei . 

For the City's good they still dfevis(i:: . 
They set to their helping as you tnay hear, 
Still to .the comfort (rf City and Mayor* 

The 
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The Skinners they a Company be, 

As gallant Men as be the rest ; 
Their Duties they perform truly, 

As honestly as do the best : 
Their Antients, then Drums, then Trumpets be there, 
Attending still, ^c. 

Truly the Salters b. Company Grave, 
Of Understanding be good and Wise ; 

And to perform all godly Orders, 
Within the City they devise : 

When occasion doth serve they present thems^faws 
there. 

With all the Company, &*c. 

The Iron-mangers a Company be. 

Who know tbcir Duties every one ; 
'And iriHingly they do Obey, 

And wait his Ix)rdship still upon : 
From the Morning they rise they still do stay there, 
Until the departing of, 6-r. 

The Company of worthy Vintners^ 

His Lordship still do wait upon ; 
With all their Furniture along most gallantly, 

In order they go every one : 
Until the Companys do appear, 
And then they go before, 6-r. 

A Company there is of worthy Cioth-workers^ 

Who wait and give Attendance still : 
When his Lordship hath any occasion. 

They ready are to obey his Will ; 
For fear any Service should be wanting there. 
They will present themselves before the Lord Mayor. 

God bless our King and Counsel all. 
And all his true Subjects in this Land ; 

And cut down all those false Hereticks, 
That would the Gospel still withstand : 

God prosper this City, and all that are here. 

And I wish you to say God bless my Lord-Mayor. . 

The 
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The Batchelor's Choice. 






s^s 



I Fain wou'd find a pai^sing good Wife, 
That I ma|r..]iye merjy sdl Days of my Life, 
But that I do fear much sorrow and strife,. 
Then I'll not be Married yet, yet, yet, 
And I'll not b^ Married yet, yet, yet 

If I should Marryj?. Maid that is Fair, 
With her round cherry Cheeks and her flaxen Hair, 
Many close Meetings I must forbear. 
And I'll, ^c. 

If I should Marry a,M*i^ that is Foul, 
The best of my Pleasure will be but a Seoul, 
She'll sit in a pprner like to an Owl, 
And I'll not be Married yet, yet, yet. 
And ril not be Married yet, yet, yet. 



If 
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If I should Many a Maid that's a Slut, 
My Diet a dressing abroad I must putj 
f'or fear of Distempers to trouble my Gut, 
And 111 not be Married yet, yet, yet, 
And I!ll not be Married yet, yet^ yet 

If I shoidd Marry a Maid that's a Fool, 
TO learft her nior6 Wit 1 mtist put Her to" School, 
Or else fool-hardy^ keep in good ruie^ 
And f 11, &>€. 

If I should Marry a Maid that's a Scold, 
My Freedom at hcrnie is evermore sold," 
Her Mouth is tbo litQe h^r Tongoe f^ to hbld» 
And I'll, 6^c. 

If I should Many with one that's a Whore, 
I must keep open for heir hiy bafek Dow, . 
And sb a kind Wtttal be called therefore^ 
And 111, d^'r. 

If I should Marry a Maid that is Proud, 
She'll look for much more than cah be allowed,', 
No Wife of that making I'll have I have voWd, 
And I'll, <Sv. 

If I should Mkltty k Mifd thatt ii rhe^k, 
The rule of my Household I might go seek, 
For such a kind Soul I caf6^ not a Deek, 
Ahd 1% ^C; 

I would have a Wife to come at a Ckll, 
Too fat, nor too lean, too low, nor too ^ tall. 
But such a good Wife as hiay 'pleds6 all, 
Elsii I'll hot be Married yet, yet, yet, 
Else I'll not beMdrried yiet, y^, jrfet 
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The Second Part. 

T F I should go seek the whole Wotld abput, 
I To find a kind and loving Wife out, 
That labour were lo?t, I am in great doi^bt, 

And ril not be Married yet, ye^, yetj, 

.^<J ril ^ot b.e.Married yet, y^t ye^ 

If I Many with one that is Young, 
With a f^lse Hfswft svnd fl^fttering Toiigue, 
Sorrow imd C^l^e qiay 1;^ my S<»ig, 
AndJ'U,.<SrA 

If I should Marry with one that is Old, 
I never shotdd have the Pleasures I would. 
But Arm full of Bones frozen with Cokl, 
And I'll, frv- 

If I should .M^rry with one that is Poor^ 
By me my best Friends will set little store 
And so go 9 B^^ging from door to door, 
AndTJ^d^ 

If I should Marry with one that is Rich, 
Sh^ll ever up]t>r»d i^e she brought me too ]|iych» 
Ajid make n(ie her Drudge, but I'll have none such. 
AndFll, <S^•r. 

If I should ^4^017 wi^ Que th^t is Blind, 
All for to seek and worse for to find, 
I then should have Jj^othing to please my Mind, 
AndPl,<S-<r, 

If I should Marry with one that is Dumb, 
How could she welcome my Friends that come, 
For her best lasi^pif^e is to say M^^^ 
And I'n not be Jif juried yet, yet, yet. 
And I'll not be Mam^ yet, yet, yet. 

If 
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If I should Marry with one that is Deaf, 
Hard of Belief, and Jealous 'till death, 
To the Jawm of a Chimney spend I my Breath, 
And ril, (Sr-r. 

If I should Many with one that is Fine, 
She will spend all in Ale and in Wine, 
Spend she her own, she shall not spend mine, 
And I'll, 6f»c. 

If I should Many with one that is Tall, 
I having but little she would have it all, ^ 

Then will I live single, whatever it befal, 
And rU, <S^•r. 

For when I am Married I must be glad. 
To please my Wife though never so bad. 
Then farewel the Joys that lately I had, 
And ril not be Married yet, yet, yet, 
And I'll not be Married yet, yet, yet 

Maids that will not when you may, 
Whmyou wotdd^you shaU have nay. 



The Power of Verse. 
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THO' thou'rt ugly and Old, 
A damn'd Slut and a Scold, 
Yet if you will tip me a Guinea ; 
By the help of my Rhimes, 
To the latest of Times, 
Thou shalt have thy Adorers dear ymny. 

We Bards have a knack, 

To turn White into Black, 
And make Vice seem Vertue, which odd is ; 

True Poetical Cant, 

Dubbs a Rebel a Saint, 
And refiuQS a Jilt into a Goddess. 

These trick Rhiming Sages, 

Observed in all Ages, 
To dress naked Truth in a Fable ; 

And tho' ev'ry story. 

Out-did Purgatory, 
They still were believ'd by the Rabble. 

Pray what was Adeon^ 

Whom Dogs made a Prey on, 
But a Sportsman undone by Ins Chasing ; 

Or the fam'd Diamede^ 

Of whom his Nags fled, 
But a Jockey quite hiin'd by racing ? 

Medaa, 'tis sung, 

Could make old Women Young. 
Tho' she nought but a true waiting-Maid is ; 

Who with Comb of black Lead, 

With Paint white and Red, 
With Patch and wash, vamps up grey Ladies. 

Vulcan 
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Vuicaa left the Bellows, 

Aad Sooty left goo4 f4i1ows, 
That he might talce 6i Neetar a-Cann full ; 

Venus was a gay Trull, 

To the Cuckoldly Fool, 
Mars a EluUy that be^t .oi;i lier Anvil. 

Neptune was a TarpawKng, 

And Phcebus by <5dlHng, 
A Mountebank, Wizard, and Harper ; 

Jolly Bacchus a Lad, 

Of tiie Wine-drawing Trade, 
And Mercury a Pimp and s^ Sh^er. 

Pallas was a stale Maid, 

With a grim iSV^t^ V head. 
Whose ugliness made her the Chaster, 

A Scold greatt was yuno^ 

As I kmxw, cnr you know, 
And ycDe was as, great a Whpre-master. 

Then prithee dear Oreatare, 

Now show ih^ good laature. 
This once be my Feniale Mateenas; 

And Times yet upkaown, 

M§r ymn^ sh^lU)wn, 
Chast as Pallas^ but fairer than Venus, 



The Bonny La^s : Or^ the Butiof^d Smock. 
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SIT you merry Gallants, 
For I can tell you News, 
Of a Fashion called the Button'd Smock, 

The which oiu: Wenches use : 
Because that in the City, 

In troth it is great pity ; 
Our Gallants hold it much in scorn, 

They should put down the City : 
But is not this a bouncing Wench, 

And is not this a Bonny ; 
In troth she wears a Holland %ttiOt^^ 

If that she weareth any. 
A bonny Lass in a Coimtry Town, 

Unto her Commendation ; 
She scorns a Holland Smock, 

Made after the old Fashion : 
But she will have it Holland fine, 

As fine as may be wore ; 
Hem'd and stitch'd with Naples Silk, 

And button'd down before : 
But is not, ^c. 
Our Gallants of the City, 

New Fashions do devise ; 
And wear such new found fangle things, ; 

Which country Folk despise.: 
As for the Button'd Smock, 

None can hold it in scorn ; 
Nor none can think the Fashion ill, 

It is so closely worn : 
Although it may be felt. 

It's seldom to be seen ; 
It passeth all the Fashions yet, 

That heretofore hath been. 

But is not, &K. 
Our Wenches of the City, 

That gains the Silver rare • 
Sometimes they wear a Canvass Smock, 

That's torn or worn Thread-bare : 
VOL. VI, t ' " Per- 
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Perhaps a Smock of Lockrum, 

That dirty, foul, or black : 
Or else a Smock of Canvass course, 

As hard as any Sack. 
But is not, &*c. 
But she that wears the Holland Smock, 

I commend her still that did it \ 
To wear her under Parts so fine, 

The more 'tis for her Credit : 
For some will have the out-side fine. 

To make the braver show ; 
But she will have her Holland Smock 

That's Button'd down below. 
But is not, 6*r. 
But if that I should take in hand, 

Her Person to commend ; 
I should vouchsafe a long Discourse, 

The which I could not end : 
For her Vertues they are many^ 

Her person likewise such ; 
But only in particular, 

Some part of them I'll touch. 
But is not, ^c. 
Those Fools that still are doing, 

With none but costly Dames ; 
With tediousness of wooing, 

Makes cold their hottest flames : 
Give me the Country Lass, 

That trips it o'er the Field ; 
And ope's her Forest at the firsts 

And is not Coy to yield. 
Who when she dons her Vesture, 

She makes the Spring her Glassr ; 
And with her Comely gesture. 

Doth all the Meadows pass : 
Who knows no other cunning. 

But when she feels it come ; 
To gripe your Back, if you be slack, 

Md thrust your Weapon home. 



Tis 
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Tis not their boasting humour, 

Their painted looks nor state ; 
Nor smells of the Perfumer, 

The Creature doth create : 
Shall make me unto these, 

Such slavish service owe ; 
Give me the Wench that freely takes. 

And freely doth bestow. 

Who far from all beguiling, 

Doth not her Beauty Mask ; 
But all the while lye smiling. 

While you are at your task : 
Who in the midst of Pleasure, 

Will beyond active strain ; 
And for your Pranks, will con you thanks, 

And cursey for your pain. 

A Song. Set by Mr. Ackeroyd. 

'if DS Madam return me my Heart, 

/^ Or by the Lord Harry 1*11 make ye ; 
Tho' you sleep when I talk of my smart. 

As I hope to be Knighted 1*11 wake ye ; 
If you rant, why by yove^ 

Then I'll rant as well as you ; 
There's no body cares for your puffing, 

You're mistaken in me ; 
Nay prithee, prithee, prithee pish. 

We'll try who's the best at a huffing. 

But if you will your Heart surrender. 

And confess yourself uncivil ; 
'Tis probable I may grow tender. 

And recal what I purpos'd of evil, 
But if you persist in rigour, 

'Tis a thousand to one but I teeze you ; 
For you'll find so much heat, and such vigour, . 

As may trouble you forsooth or please you. 

L 2 A 
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A Song in the Comedy caird The Maid's 
last Prayer : Or^ Any thing rather than 
fail. 
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THO' you make no return to my Passion, 
Still, still I presume to adore ; 
Tis in Love but an odd Reputation, 

When faintly repuls'd to give o'er : 
When you talk of your duty, 
I gaze at your Beauty ; 

Nor mind the dull Maxim at all, 
Let it reign in Cheapsidey 
With the Citizens Bride : 

It will ne'er be receiv'd, it will ne'er, ne'er, it will 
ne'er be receiv'd at White-hali, 

What Apochryphal Tales are you told, 

By one who wou'd make you believe ; 
That because of to have and to holdy 

You still must be pinn'd to his Sleeve : 
Twere apparent high-Treason, 
'Gainst Love and 'gainst Reason, 

Shou'd one such a Treasure engross ; 
He who knows not the Joys, 
That attend such a choice, 

Shou'd resign to another that does. 
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The Cruel Fair requited. Written ^y J. R. 
Set by Mr. James Hart, 
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WHEN Wit and Beauty meet in one, 
That acts an Amorous part ; 
What Nymph its mighty Power can shun, 

Or 'scape a wounded Heart : 
Those Potent, wondrous Potent charms, 

Where-e'er they bless a Swain ; 
He needs not sleep with empty Arms, 
He needs not sleep with empty Arms, 
Nor dread severe disdain. 

Astrta saw the Shepherds bleed, 

Regardless of their Pain ; 
Unmov'd she hear'd their Oaten Reed, 

They Dance and Sung in vain ; 
At length Amintor did appear. 

That Miracle of Man ; 
He pleas'd her Eyes and charm'd her Ear, 
He pleas'd her Eyes and charm'd her Ear, 

She LoVd and caU'd him PAN. 

But he as tho* designed by Fate, 

Revenger of the harms. 
Which others suffer'd from her hate, 

Rifl'd and left her Charms ; 
Then Nymphs no longer keep in pain, 

A plam well-meaning Heart ; 
Lest you shou'd joyn for such disdain. 
Lest you shou'd joyn for such disdain, 

In poor Astrec^s smart / 
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A Song, Sung at the THEAtRE-RoYAL, in 
the Play calfd Alphqnso Kmg of 
Naples. Set by Mr. Eagles. 
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WHEN Sylvia was kind, and Love play'd in her 
Eyes, 
We thought it no Morning till Sylvia did rise ; 
Of Sylvia the Hills and the Vallies all Rang, 
For she was the Subject of every Song. 

But now, oh how little her Glories do move, 
That us'd to inflame us, with Raptures of Love ; 
Thy Rigour, oh Sylvia^ will shorten thy Reign, 
And nudce pur bright Goddess a Mortal again. 

Love heightens our Joys, he's the ease of our Care, 
A spur to the Valiant, a Crown to the Fair ; 
Oh seize his soft Wings then before 'tis too late, 
Or Cruelty quickly wiU hasten thy Fate. 

*Tis kindness, my Sylvia^ 'tis kindness alone. 
Will add to thy Lovers, and strengthen thy Throne ; 
In Love, as in Empire, Tyrannical sway. 
Will make Loyal $ubj^(;^$;^^et to Ol^y> 
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The Shepherd's Complaint. Set by Mr, i 

Williams. 








fc;:t-PT!^ 



^^r^^^ 




WHAT, Love a crime, Inhumane Fair ? 
Repeal that rash Decree, 
As well may pious Anthems bear ; 

The Name of Blasphemy : 
Tis Bleeding Hearts and Weeping Eyes, 

Uphold your Sexes Pride ; 
Nor could you longer Tyrannize, 
My Fetters laid aside. 



Then 
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Then from 3rour haughty Vision wake. 

And listen to my Moaa; 
Tho' you re^se me for my sake, 

Yet pity for your own ; 
For know proud Shepherdess you owe, 

The Victim you despise, 
More to the strictness of my Vow, 

Than glories of your Eyes. 



A Song in the Opera caWd The Fairy 
Queen. Sung by Mrs, Butler. Set by 
Mr. H. Purcell. 
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WHEN I have often heard yotmg Maids com- 
plaining, 
That when Men promise most they most deceive ; 
Then I thought none of them worthy my gaining, 

And what they swore I would never beheve : 
But when so humbly one made his Addresses, 

With Looks so soft, and with Language so kind, 
I thought it a Sin to refuse his Caresses, 

Nature overcame, and I soon chang'd my Mind. 

Should he employ all his Arts in deceiving. 

Stretch his Invention, and quite crack his Brain, 
I find such Charms, such true Joys in believing, 

rU have the pleasure, let him have the pain : 
If he proves perjur'd, I shall not be cheated, 

He may deceive himself, but never me ; 
Tis what I look for, and shan't be defeated, . . 

For I'm as false, and inconstant as he. 






u4 Song. The Words and Tune by Mr. 
Edward Keen. Sung^ by Mrs. Willis,' 
in the Play mll'dTh^ Heiress : Or^ The 
Salamanca Doctpr. .-- 
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CjELIAs bright Beauty all others transcend, 
Like Lovers Sprightly Goddess she's flippant 
and gay \ 
Her rival Admirers in crouds do attend, 

To her their devoirs and Addresses to pay : 
Pert gaudy Coxcombs the l^air one adore, 
Grave Dons of the JLaw and quere Prig$ of the 
Gown; 
Close Misers who brood o'er their Treasure in store, 

And Heroes for plundring of modem renown, 
But Men of plunder can ne'er get her imder, 

And Misers all Women despise, 
She baulks the pert Fops in the midst of their hopes, 
And laughs at the Grave and Precise. 

Next she's caressed by a musical crew, 

Shrill Singing and Fidling, Beaus warbles o'th' Flute, 
And Poets whom Poverty still will pursue. 

That's a just cause for rejecting their suit : ' 
Impudent Fluters the Nymph does abhor, 

And Lovers with Fiddle at neck she disdains \ 
For tiiese thought to have her foir whistling for, 

I'hey courting with guts shew'd defect in their brains. 
And to the pretender to make her surrender, 

By singing no favour she'll show ; 
For she'll not make choice of a shrill Capons voice, 

For a politick reason you know. 

A 
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A Song. 
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of the Stags good Leather ; A pair of gloves I say^ 
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a pair of Glavest to keep his hands from the Weather ; 




Nay, some do say they gave him Gold, Thai*s a lye^ 
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A Song in Love's a Jest Set by Mr, 
JOHN ECCLES. Sung 6y Mrs. 
HUDSON. 
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Mortal's leam your Lives to measure, 
Not by length of Time, but Pleasure ; 
Now the Hours invite comply, 
Whilst you idly pass they flye : 
Blest whilst a nimble pace they keep. 
But in torment, in torment when they creep. 
Mortals leam your Lives to measure, 
Not by length of Time, but Pleasure ; 
Soon your Spring must have a fall, 
Losing Youth is losing all ; ^ 

Then you'll ask, but none, will give, 
And may linger, but not live. 



A Song, in the Play calVd Self-Conceit: 
Or, The Mother made a Property. Set 
by Mr. John Eccles. Sun^ by Mrs. 
Bowman. 
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OH I the might)' pow'r of Love, 
What Art against such Force can move ; 
The harmless Swain is ever blest, 

Beneath some silent, shady Grove ; 
Until some Nymph invade his Breast, 
And disapprove his eager Love. 

Oh ! the mighty power of Love, 
What Art against such Force can move ; 

The Greatest Hero who in Arms, 
Has gain'd a thousand Victories : 

Submits to Calicos brighter Charms, 
And dreads a killing from her Eyes. 
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A Song, Sung by Mrs, Hudson, in the 
Play calVd Love Triumphant : (9r, 
Nature will prevail. Set by Mr. John 

ECCLES. 

T T THAT state of Life can be so blest, 
V V ^^ Love that warms a Lover's Breast ; 
Two Souls in one the same desire, 
To grant the Bliss and to require : 
But if in Heaven a Hell we find, 
Tis all from thee, oh Jealousy ! 
Oh ! oh ! oh ! oh I oh ! Jealousy, thou Tyrant, tyrant 
Jealousy, thou tyrant, Jealousy, oh ! oh ! oh ! oh 1 oh ! 
Jealousy, oh ! oh 1 oh ! Jealousy, thou tyrant of the 
mind. 

All other ills tho' sharp they prove. 
Serve to refine and sweeten Love ; 
In absence or unkind disdain, 
Sweet hope relieves the Lovers pain : 
But oh ! no cure but death we find, 
To set us firee from Jealousy, 
Oh ! oh ! oh I oh 1 oh 1 6fc. 

False in thy Glass all objects are. 
Some set too near, and some too far ; 
Thou art the fire of endless Night, 
The fire that bums and gives no light, 
All torments of the damn'd we find, 
In only thee, oh Jealousy ! 
Oh ! oh I oh 1 oh I oh I 6fc. 
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A Scotch Song. Set by Mr. Robert Cox. 
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WHEN yockey first I saw, my Soul was charm'd, 
To see the bonny Lad so blith, so blith and 

gay; 

My Heart did beat it being alarm'd, 

That I to Jockey nought, nought could say : 

At last I courage took and Passion quite forsook, 
And told the bonny Lad his Charms I felt ; 

»He then did smile with a pleasing look, 

And told va^ Jenny in his Anns, his Arms should 
melt ' . 



A Song. Sung by Mrs. Temple. Set by 
Mr. J. Clark, 
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I Seek no more to shady coverts, 
Jockos Eyn are all my Joy ; 
Beaut/s there I Ken, that cannot. 
Must not, shall not, steal away : 
What ^oxHdi Jockey now do to me. 

Surely you're to me unkind ; 
Ise ne'er see you, nay you fly me, 
Yet are ne'er from out my Mind. 

Tell me why 'tis thus you use me. 

Take me quickly to your Arms ; 
Where in blisses blithly basking, 

Each may.rival others Charms : 
Oh but fye, my yockey pray now, 

What d'ye, do not, let me go ; 
O I vow you will undoe me. 

What to do I do not know. 
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A Song. Set by Mr. PHILL. HART. 
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'''T^HO* I love and she knows it, she cares not, 

J[ She regards not my Passion at all ; 
Sat to tell me she hates me she spares nol^ 

As often as on her I call : 
Tis her Pleasure to see me in pain, 
'Tis her pain to grant my desire ; 
Then if ever I Love her again, 

May I never, never, never, never, may I never, be 
free from Love's fire. 



MIRTILLO. 
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MIRTILLO. A Song. Set by Mr. . 
Tho. Clark. 
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MIR TILL O, whilst you patch your Face, 
By Nature formed so fair, 
We know each Spot conceals a Grace, 

And wish, and wish to see it bare : 
But since our Wish youVe^ gratifi'd, 

We find, we find, 'twas rashly made, 
And that those Spots were but to hide, to hide 

Excess of Lustre laid : 
And that those Spots were but to hide, to hide 

Excess of Lustre laid 
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The Rambling RAKE. 
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HAVING spent all my Coin, 
Upon Women and Wine, 

I went to the C ^h out of spite ; 

But what the Priest said. 

Is quite out of my Head, 

I resolv'd not to Edify by't. 



While 
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Whfle he open'd his Text, 
I was plaguily vext, 

To see such a sly Canting Crew, 
Of Satan's Disciples, 
With P r Books and B s, 

Enough to have made a Man Spew. 

All the Women I view'd, 
Both Religious and Lewd, 

From the Sable Top-knots to the Scarlets ; 
But a Wager I'll lay. 
That at a full Play, 

The House does not swarm so with Harlots. 

Lady F there sits, 

Almost out of her Wits, 

'Twixt Lust and Devotion debating ; 
She's as Vicious as Fair, 
And has more Business there. 

Than to hear Mr. Tickle-texfs prating. 

Madam L / saw. 

With her Daughters-m-law, 

Whom she offers to Sale ev'ry Sunday ; 
In the midst of her Prayers, 
She'll negociate Af&irs, 

And make Assignations for Monday. 

Next a Lady much Fam'd, 
Therefore must not be nam'd, 

'Cause she'll give you no trouble in Teaching ; 
She has a very fine Book, 
But does ne'er in it look, 

Nor regard neither Praying nor Preaching. 

There's a Barmefs Daughter, 
Her own Mother taught her, 

By Precept and Practical Notion ; 
That to wear Gaudy Cloaths, 
And to Ogle the Beaus, 

Was at Church two sure Signs of Devotion. 

From 



y Google 



PihLS /o Purge Melancholy. 171 

From the Comer o' th' Square, 
Comes a hopeful young Pair, 

Religious as they see occasion ; 
But if Patches and Paint, 
Be true signs of a Saint, 

We've no Reason to doubt their Damnation. 

When the Sermon was done. 
He blest ev'ry one, 

And they like good Christians retir'd ; 
Tho' they view'd ev'ry Face, 
Each Head and each Dress, 

Yet each one her self most admir'd. 

I had view'd all the rest, 
But the Parson had blest, 

With his Benediction die People ; 
So I ran to the Crown, 
Least the Church should fall down. 

And beat out my Brains with the Steeple. 



The AIRY old Woman. 
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YOU guess by my wither'd Face, 
And Eyes no longer Shining ; 
That I can't Dance with a Grace, 

Nor keep my Pipes from whining : 
Yet I am still Gay and Bold, 

To be otherwise were a Folly ; 
Methinks my Blood is grown Cold, 

111 warm it then thus and be jolly. 

Jolly, jolly, jolly, jolly, jolly, jolly, joUy, &»c. 
Methinks my Blood is grown cold, 
Grown cold, grown cpld, grown. qold, ^c, 

I'll warm it then thu^ and be jolly. 

I find by the slighting Beau's, 

That Nature is dedining ; 
Yet will I not knit my Brows, 

Nor end my Days in pining : 
Let other Dames Fret and Scold, 

As they pass to the Stygian Ferry ; 
You see, though I am grown Old, 

My Temper is youthful and merry, 

Merry, naerry, merry, merry, dw. 
You see though I am grown old, 
Grown old, grown old, grown old, &»c. 

My Temper is youthfiil and merr}'. 
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A Song Set by Mr. Anthony Young. 
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ITry'd in Parks and Plays to find, 
An Object to appease my Mind ; 
But still in vain it does appear, 
Since Fair Hyriuilia is not there : 
In vain alass I hope for Ease, 
Since none but She alone can please. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



1 74 P I L L s /^ Purge Melancholy. 



A Song ; the Words by Captain Danvers, 
Set by Mr. T. Willis. 
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FORGIVE me Cloe if I dare 
Your Conduct disapprove ; 
The Gods have made you wondVous Fair, 

Not to Disdain, but Love ; 
Those nice pernicious Forms despise, 

That cheat you of your Bliss ; 
Let Love instruct you to be wise, 
Whilst Youth and Beauty is. 

Too late you will repent the Time, 

You lose by your Disdain ; 
The Slaves you scorn now in your Prime, 

You'll ne'er retrieve again : 
But when those Charms shall once decay. 

And Lovers disappear ; 
Despair and Envy shall repay, 

Your being now severe. 

A Song in the Rival Sisters, Set by Mr. 
Henry Purcell, Sung by Miss Cross. 




m 



fe^ 



i 



*=? 



£££ 



t* 




y Google 



1 76 P I L L s A? Purge Melancholy, 



^^ffr^^ ^^^ 




% 



fc^ 



F^ 



If-- 



m^ 






^§ 



ii^ 



:f=2t 



jiS^ 



-■— ^- -^-i S^ 



How happy, how happy is she, 
How happy, how happy is she. 
That early, that early her Passion begins. 

And willing, and willing with Love to agree. 
Does not stay till she cornea to her Teens : 
Then, then she's all pure and Chast, 
Then, then she's all pure and Chast, 
Like Angels her Smiles to be prij'd ; 
Pleasure is seen Cherub Fac'd, 
And Nature appears, and Nature appears undisguis'd. 

From Twenty to Thirty, and then 

Set up for a Lover in vain ; . 
]&y that time we study how Men, 

May be wrack'd with Neglect and Disdain : 
Love dwells where we meet with desire, 

Desire which Nature has given : 
She's a Fool then that feeling the Fire, 
Besins not to warm at Eleven. 

Thi 
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The Three Merry Travellers, who paid 
their shot wherever they came^ without 
ever a Stiver 0/ Money. 




$ 




f i'H-i-u^^s im 



npHERE was three Travellers, Travellers three, 

X If^ifA a hey dawn, ho dawn, Lanktre down derry^ 
And they would go Travel the North Country, 
Without ever a stiver of Money. 

They Travelled East, and they Travelled Wut^ 

With a hey down, &c 
Wherever they came still they drank of the best. 

Without ever, &c. 

At length by good Fortune they came to an Inn, 

With a hey down, &c. 
And they were as merry as e'er they had be^n, 

Without ever, &c. 

A Jolly young Widdow did smiling appear, 

With a hey down, ho down, Lanktre down derry^ 

Who drest them a Banquet of delicate cheer. 
Without ever a penny of Money. 

VOL. VI. ic Both 
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Both Chicken and Sparrow-grass she did provide^ 
With a heydown^ ho dawn] Lanktre down derry, 

Tou're WelcoiBte kiiid Gentlemen, welcomfe slie cr/d. 
Without ever a Stiver Qf:M(tney^ ., > 

They called for liquor, both Beer, Ale, and Win^ 
iWithaheydown^^c 
iksnA every thing that was curiotis and fine, 
Without ever^ &:a 

They drank to their Hostess a merry foil Bowl, 

With a hey down, ficc. 
She pledg'd them -in Love, like a generous Soul, 

Without every &:c. 

The Hostess, her Maid, and Cousin all three. 

With a<bey down^ &c. 
They Kist and was merry, as merry cou'd be. 
Without ever, &c. 

Fufl Bottles and Gksses replenished the Board, * 
^'^' With a hey down, ka 
No liquolrs was wanting the house could afford, 
Without ever, &c. 

When they had been Merry good part of the Day, 

With a hey down, &c. 
They- called their Hostess to know wh?it's to' pay, 

Without ever, &a 

There's Thirty good shillings, and Six pence, she cry'd, 

With a hey down. Sac 
They tbld her that she should be soon satisf/d. 

Without ever, &c 

The Handsomest Man of the three up he got .; 

With a hey down, ho down, Lanktre doim derry^ 
He laid 'her on her Back, and paid her the sliot, , ' 
.. Jf^ithout ever a Stiver of Money. - 
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The middlemost Man to her Cousin he went, 
With a hey dawn, ho down., Lanktre down derrf^ • 

iShe being handsome, he gave her Content, 
Without ever a Stiver ^ Money. 

The last Man ofkll he took up with the Maid, 

With a hey down, &c. 
And thus the whole Shot it was lovingly paid, 

Without ever, ficc. 
» ?■ . • • ■ • •vv- 

The Hostess, the Cousin, and Servant, we find, 

With a hey down, &c. 
Made Courtesies, and thank'd them for being so kind. 

Without ever, Sec. 

The Hostess said, welcome kind Gentleman all. 

With a hey do7vn, Sec. 
If you chance to come this way be pleased to call. 

Without ever, &c. 

Then taking' their Leaves they went merrily out. 
With a hey down, ho dawn, Lanktre doTJon, derry. 

And the/re gone for to Travel the Nation about, 
Without ever a Stiver of Money. 



The Maids CONJURING Book. 
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A Young Man lately in our Town, 
£\^ He went to Bed one Night ; 
He had no sooner lay'd him down, 

But was troubled with a Sprite : 
So vigorously the Spirit stood. 

Let him do what he can, 
Sure then he said it must be lay'd, 

By Woman, not by Man. 

A Handsome Maid did undertake, 

And into Bed she leap'd ; 
And to allay the Spirits Power, 

Full close to him she crep'd : 
She having such a Guardian core. 

Her Office to discharge ; 
She open'd wide her Conjuring Book, 

And lay'd the Leaves at large. 

Her Office she did well perform, 

Within a little space ; 
Then up she rose, and down he lay, 

And durst not shew his Face ; 
She took her leave, and away she went, 

When she had done the Deed ; 
Saying, if t chance to come again, 

Then send for me with speed. 
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A LL Joy to Mortals, Joy and Mirth, 
jf-\^ Eternal Ids sing ; 
The Gods of Ix)ve descend to Earth, 

Their Darts have lost their Sting. 

The Youth shall now complain no more, 

On Sylvia^s needless Scorn ; 
But she shall Love if he adore, 

And melt when he shall bum. 

The Nymph no longer shall be shy. 

But leave the Jilting Road ; 
And Daphne now no more shall Fly, 

The wounded Painted God. 

But all shall be Serene and Fair, 

No sad complaints of Love, 
Shall fill the gentle whispering Air, 

No Ecchoing sighs, the Grove. 

Beneath the shades young Strephon lies. 

Of all his wish possess'd ; 
Gazing on Sylvia's charming Eyes, 

Whose Soul is there confessed. 

AH soft and sweet the Maid appears. 

With looks that know no Art ; 
And though she yields with Trembling Fears, 

She yields with all her Heart 
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The Presbyters Gill. 
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T T ANG the Presbyters Gill, 
Jfi Bring ^ Pint of Sack, ^7/, 

More Orthodox of the two ; 
Though a blender Dispute, 
Will strike the. Elf Mute, 

He's one of the honester Crew. 

In a Pint there's small heart, 

Sirrah, bring us i. Quart, 

There's substance arid vigour met ; 

'Twill hold us in play. 

Some Part of the Day, 

But we'll siftk him before Sun-set 

The daring old Pottle^ : 
Does now bid us Battle, 



Let's 
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Let's try what his strength can do ; 
Keep your^Ranksj ^d yoii!r Files, - 
And for all his Wiles, 

We'll, tumble him down stairs too. 

The Stout Brested Z<?/«*ahf, 
His Brains ne'er incumbred, 

With drinking of Gallons three ; 
Tryconghis was named, * 
And by Cctsar gained, > , 

Who dubbed him Knight Cap-a-pee. 

If theja.Honour be m%" .^. ., 

Why.atox should be6tint;/< .:.,. 

Our selves of the fulness It bears ? 
H'has less Wit than an Ape 
In the Blood of a Grape, 
.. Will not plunge himself 6V He^ and Ears. 

Tlien Summon the Gallon, . ■. . 

A stout Foe, and a Tall one, 
, A|id likely to hold us to't ; ; 
K^eep but Cbyh in your Pur^e;, . 

The Woid is Disburse, 
I'll warrant he'll sleep at your Foot 

See the bold Foe appears,. 

May he fall that him Fears, . * 

Keep you but close Order, a&id then. 
We will give him the Rout, 
Be he never so stout. 

And prepare for his iUllying agen. 

Let's drain the w^ole Cellar^ 
Pipes, Buts, and the Dweller, 

If the Wine floats not the faster ; 
WiU^ when thou do'st sladc us, , . 
By Wartant from -^j^^-Ai^, . . 
We will Cane thy Tun-belly'd Master. 
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Pox on the Times, 

_ _ Let 'em go as they will, 
Tho* the Taxes are grown so heavy ; 

Our Hearts are our own, 

And shall be so still, 
Drink about, my Boys, and be merry : 

Let no Man despair, 

But drive away Care, 



And 
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And drown all our Sorrow in Claret ; 

We'll never repine, 

So they give us good Wine, 
Let 'em take all our Dross, we can spare it 

We value not Chink, 

Unless to buy drink, 
Or purchase us Innocent Pleasure ; 

When 'tis gone we ne'er fre^ 

So we Liquor can get, 
For Mirth of it self is a Treasure : 

No Miser can be, 

So happy as we, 
Tho* compass'd with Riches he wallow ; 

Day and Night he's in Fear, 

And ne'er without Care, 
While nothing disturbs the Good Fellow. 

Come fill up the Glass, 

And about let it pass. 
For Nature doth vacuums decline ! 

Down the spruce formal Ass, 

That's afraid of his Face, 
We'll drink 'till our Noses do Phosbus out-shine : 

While we've plenty of this. 

We can ne'er do amiss, 
Tis an Antidote 'gainst our ruin ; 

And the Lad that drinks most, 

With Honour may boast. 
He fears neither Death, nor undoing* 
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The Jovial Prisoiosr, 4y S. P. 




* 
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A Pox on such Fools \ let Jhe Scoundrels r;ail, 
Let 'em boast oif their Liberty ; 
The/re no freer t^haa we, for the WcmtM^s a Jayl, 
And all Men Pa«mfO bfi. :. r. .. 

The Drunkard's confin'd to his Claret, 

The Miser to his Store ; 
The Wit to his Muse and a Garret, 

And the CuUy-Cit to his Whore. 

The Parson's confinM to his Piggs, 
The Lawyer to Hatred and Strift ; 

The Fidler to's Borees and Jiggs, 
And the Quack to his Glister-pipe. 

The Church-man's confin'd to be civil, 
The Quaker's a Prisoner too light ; 

The Papist is bound by the Devil, 
And the Puritan's fetter'd with spite. 

Since old AdanCs race are all Prisoners like us, 

Let us merrily quaflf and Sing ; 
Z ■ s why shou'd we pine for Liberty thus, 

When we're each of s as free as a Kong. 
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V . . . ' • X . . .' 

Set by Mr. Henry PurceuJ' ' 
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T^HILLIS, I tato ne'er forgive it, 
Jf^ Nor I think, shall e're out-live it y 
Thus to treat me so severely, . ' . 
Who have always iavVi sincerely. 

Danum^ you so fondly cherish, 
Whilst poor I, alass ! may perish ; 
I that love, which he did never, 
Me you slight, and hini you Favour. 
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Love given over : Being a young Lady's 
Reply to her Parents^ who would have 
fonfd her to Marry one she had an 
Aversion against. 
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AS Cupid many Ages past, 
Went out to take the Air ; 
And on the Rosy Morning Feast, 
He met Ophelia there. 

A while he gaz'd, a while surveyed 
Her Shape and every part ; 

But as his Eyes run o'er the Maid, 
Hers reached his little Heart. 

His Quiver straight and Bow he took, 

And bent it for a flight ; 
And then by chance she cast a look. 

Which spoird his purpose quite. 

Disarmed he knew not what to do, 
Nor how to Crown his Love ; 

At last resolv'd, away he flew. 
Another shape to prove. 
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A lustful Satyr straight retum'd, 

In hopes his Form wou'd take : 
For many Nymphs for them have bum'dy . . 

Bum'd 'cause they could not speak. 

Ophdia had no sooner spy'd, 

His Godship, Goat and Man ; 
But loudly for assistance cr/d, 

And fleetly homeward ran« 

PerplexM at her affiight, but more 

At's own defeat, he shook 
The Monster oflF; then fled before. 

And straight Man's Aspect took. 

He smil'd, intreated, l/d, and vow'd, 

Nay, offer'd her a Sum ; 
And grew importunate and rude. 

As she drew nearer home. 

At last when Tears, nor ought cou'd move. 

He thus bespoke the Fair ; 
Know Cruel Maid, I'm God of Love, 

And can command Despair. 

Yet Dame to sue, oh 1 bless me then, 

As you regard your Ease ; 
For I am King of Gods and Men, 

I give and banish Peace. 

Or be thou Love, or be thou Hate, 

Enrag'd Ophelia swore ; 
I'll never change my Virgin state, 

Nor ever see thee more. 

Exploded Love resisted so, 

In pity to Mankind ; 
His Arrows broke, and burnt his Bow, 

And left his Name behind. 
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LAY by your Pleading, 
Th|i? J^jir.ligs a Bl^fcdm^, 
Bum all your Studies* <JowUr and.ihrpir 4way your 

Reading;.; 
Small Power the World hav. - 
And doth afford us, 

Not half s6 many Privileges as ihe Sword does ; 
It fosters our Masters, ' ' 

It plaisters Disasters, • 
And makes the Servants quickiy greater than their 

Masters ; 
It ventures, it enters, - • ' ^ " • - ' ^ : 
It circles, it Centres, * 
And sets a Prentice^free despite of his Indehters. 

This takes up all things. 

And sets up s^all things, . -,. : 

This masters Money, thO* Money masters all things. 

It's not in Season, 

To talk of Reason, /; 

Or count it Loyalty, when the Sword will have it 

Treason : 
This conquers a Crown too, 
The Cloak and the Qown too. 
This sets up a Presbyter/^d this doth pull, him down 

too; 
'^ This 
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This subtile deceiver, 

Tum'd Bonnet into Beaver, 

Down drops' k Bish6p; and up steps a Weaver. 

It's this makes a Lay-man, 

To Preach and to Ptay Man, ' 

And this made a Lord Of' him, which was befbre » 

Drayman ; 
For from this dull-pit. 

Of .SiwArK'x Pulpit, ; 

This brought a holy Iron-monger to the Pulpit : 
No Gospel can guide it, 
No Law can decide it. 
No Church or State can debate it, 
Till the Sword hath Sanctif/d it ; 
Such pitiful thin^ be, . 

Happier than Kmgs be,' " 
This brought in the Heraldry of ThimbUsby and 

Siifigsby. 

Dbwn goes the Law-trix, 

For from this Matrix, 

Sprung holy Hewson's power, and tumbl'd down St 

Patrick's. 
It ■batter'd the Gun-kirk, 
So did it the Dum-kirk, 

That he is fled and gone to the Devil in Dunkirk; 
*ln Scotland this waster. 
Did woTk such- disaster. 
This brought the Money back for which they sold 

their Master: 
This flighted the JRemkin^^ 
And ihade him so beseenung, 
That he doth never think ofhis lost Lands redeeming. 

But he that can tower. 
Over him that is lower, 

Would be counted but a Fool to give away his Power : 
Take Books and rent them. 
Who would invent them, 
.When as the Sword replys Negatur Argumentur : 

The 
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The grand College Butlers^ 
Must vail to the Sutlers, 
There's not a Library like to the Cutlers ; 
The Blood that is spilt, Sir, 
Hath gain'd all the Guilt, Sir, 

Thus have you seen me run the Sword up to the 
HUt, Sir. 
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WHEN Dido was a Carthage Queen, 
She lov'd a Trojan Knight ; 
Who saird about from Coast to Coast, 
Of Metal brave in Fight ; 



As 
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As they Hunting rid, a Shower, 
Did on their Heads with fury pour, 

Drove 'em to a lonely Cave, 
Where jEneas with his Charms,^ 
Caught fair Dido in his Arms, 

AjQd got what he would have. 

Then Dido Hymen's Rites forgot, 

Her Love was won in hast ; 
Her Honour she consider*d not, 

But in her Breast him plac'd \ 
Now when their Loves were just began, 
Great yove sent down his winged Son, 

To fright jEnea^ sleep : 
Make him by the break of Day, 
From Queen Dido steal away, 

Which caus'd her wail and weep. 

Poor Dido wept, but what of that ? 

The Gods would have it so ; . ' 

jEneas nothing did amiss. 

When he was forc'd to go : 
Cease Lovers, cease your -Vows to keep. 
With your true Loves, but let 'em weep, 

Tis folly to be true ; 
Let this comfort serve your turn. 
That tho' wretched Didds mourn, 

You'll daily Court anew. 




VOL. VI. o False 
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False Phiixi^, Set 6y Mr^^Km^. Hart. 
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SINCE Phillis swears iBcoQslsuicy, 
Then 111 e-en do sc too ; ' 
I careless am ds wqII as 5he^ ■ ^ : 
She values not JierVdir: : : - 

To sigh, to languish, ahd btojesti'; 

Let feeble Fops approve ;. 
The WomenVway I like the ISest, " 

Enjoyment is their Love. 

When I my Phillis do embrace, 
There's none can happier be ; 

But when she's gone, the next fair Face, 
Is Phillis then to me« 

I find her Absence cools Desire, 

As well as her Disdain ; 
When Hope denys to feed my Fire, 

Despair shall ease my Pain. 
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A Song. 
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T) LUSH npt redder than the Morning, 
J3 ' Though the Virgins give you Warning ; * 
Sigh not at Uie chance befel you, 
Though they smile, and dare not tell you ; 
SigA fwt aty &c. 

Maids like Turtles, love the Cooing, 
Bill and Murmur in their Wooing ; 
Thus like you they start and tremble, ' "' * 

And their troubled J6ys dissemble : 
Thus like you, &c. 

Grasp the Pleasure while 'tis coming, 
Though your Beauty's now a blooming-; 
Lest old time our Joys should sever, 
Ah ! ah ! they part, they part for ever : 
Lest old tinUf &c. 

o a The 
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The Power of BEAUTY. 
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IN a Flowry Myrtle Grove^ 
The solitary Scene of Love, 
On Beds of Vi'lets, all the Day, 
The Channing Floriana lay ; 
The little Cupids hover'd in the Air, 
They peep'd and smiled, and thought tlieir Mother 
there. 



:) 



Phfzbus dela/d his Course a while, 
Charm'd with the spell of such a Smile, 
Whilst weary Plough-nun curs'd the stay, 
Of the too ilxarious Day : 



The 
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The little Cupids hover'd in the Air, 
They peep'd and smil'd, and thought their Mother 
there. 

But thus the Nymph began to chide, 

" That Eye, you owe the World beside, 

*' You fix on me, then with a Frown 

She sent her drooping Lover down ; 

With modest Blushes from the Grove she fled. 

Painting the Evening with unusual Red. 

^♦^^^♦♦♦^^^♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦^ 

The HUNT. 




SOME in the Town go betimes to the Ihwns^ 
To pursue the fearful Hare ; 
Some in the Dark love to hunt in a Park^ 

For to chace all the Deer that are there : 
Some love to see the Faulcon to flee, 
With a joyful rise against the Air ; 
Bat all my delight is a Cunny in the Night, 
When she turns up her silver Hair. 

When 
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When she is beset,-^tfef a Bow, Gun, or Net, 
•^•And finding no shelter for. to cover her ; . 
She falls down flat, or in a Tuft does squat. 

Till she lets the Hunter get over her: 
With her breast she does butt, ithd she bubs tip het Scut^ 

When the Bullets fly close by her Ear ; 
She strives not to escape, but she mumps like an Ape, 

And she. turns up, &*c. 

The Ferret he ifo^s i% through flaggs thick and thin, 

Whilst Mettle pursueth his Chace ; 
The Cunny she shpw]^,fpjay» wd in.Jhe best of li^ jv^, 

Like a Cat she does" spit* in his Face : ' 
Tho' she lies in the Dust,: she fears not his Nest, 

With her full bound *up Srr, career; 
With the strength that she shows, she gzipes atthe Nose, 
^.Ahd she turns up, (5^^ " '~:^., 

The sport is so gbod, that ia/Townor ih Wood; 

In a Hedge, or a bitch you may do it ; 
In Kitchen of in Hall, Tn a Barb qfj^^ 7 

., Or Wji^ever yoja please you may go' to it : ^, . ^, - 
So pleasing it is that you can hardly miss, ' 

Of so rich Giam^e tn aH o^r Shire ; t , - 
For they love so tq plajr, jthat by. Night or by Day, 

They will turn up their Silver Hair^ ^ -• *J 



Bridal Night To the foregoing Tune. 

COME from the Temple, away to the Bed, 
As the Merchant tiansports home his Treasure ; 
Be not so coy Lady, since we are wed,. 
Tis no Sin to taste of the Pleasure : 
Then come let us be blith, merry and free, 

Upon my life all the waiters are gone ; 
And 'tis so, that tiiey know where you go, say not so, 
For I mean to make bold with my own. 

What 
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IVhat is it ta ihe^ ifjonrHancte joyned be^ 

If our Bodies are still kept asunder : 
It shall not be said, there gotea narried Maid, 

Indeed we wiil have no sudi' wonder : 
Therefore let's Embrace, there's none sees thy Face, 

The Brid9:Maids thiajt waited ar^ gone ; 
Npjie can spy how you lye, qe^er :de|iy, but sjiy Ay; ' 

For I mean to make bold with my own. 

Sweet Love do not frown, but pull off :thy Gown, 

Tis a Garment unfit for the Night ; ' 
Some say that Black, hath a relishing smack, 
. I had father 'be dealing with White : 
ThimbejBDtaftaid, foryouareadt^^^ ' ^^' 

Since we two are together alone ; 
I inviteyou this Night, to do me right in my delist, 
J , For Imean to make bold wi A mybwn. 

dlidi-cdme let U3 Kiss, and tast of t>ur .Bliss, 

Which bAve Lords and Ladies enjoy'd ; 
If all Maids should be of the humour of thee, 

Generations would soon be destroy'd : 
Then where were the Joysl, the Girls and the Boys, v 

Would'st live in the World all aloiie ;' 
Don't destroy, but enjoy, seem not Coy for a Toy, 

For indeed I'll make bold with my .own. 

Brithee begin, dqn't delay but unpin, : . 

For my Humour I cannot prevent it ; . " 

Vou are sq straight lac'd; and yOur -Top-knot so fast, 

Undo it, or I straitway wiU rebt it : - . 
Or to end all the strife, I'll cut it with a Knife, 
. *Tis too long to stay 'till it's undone; 
I^ thy Wast be unlac'd, zxA in hast be icmbxac'd, 

For I long to make bold with my own. 

As thou art fair, and sweeter than the Air, 

That dallies on ^tdy^s brave Roses ; 
Now let me be to thy Gard^hat'Key, 

That .the Flowers of Virgins incloses : 

And 
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And I will not be too rough unto thee, 
For my Nature to mildness is prone ; 

Do no less than undress, and unlace all apace, 
For this Night I'll make bold with my own. 



A TOPING Song. 




^^i^^^s 




^EM^ 
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I Am a Jolly Toper, I am a raged Soph. 
Known by the Punples in my Face, with taking 

[Bumpers off, 
Ajid a Toping we will go, well go, well go, 
And a Toping we will go. 

I. 
Come let's sit down together, and take our fill of Beer, 
Away with all disputes, for we'll have no Wrangling 
And a Toping, &*c, [here, 

With clouds of Tobacco we'll make our Noddles dear. 

Well be as great as Princes, when our Heads are fiiH 

And a Toping, &»c. [of Beer, 

With 
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With Juggs, Muggs, and Pitchers, and Bellarmines of 
Dash'd lightly with a little, a very little Ale, [Stale, 
And a Toping, ^c. 

A Fig for the Spaniard^ and for the King oi Frame, 
And Heaven preserve oyr Juggs, and Muggs, and Q — ^n 
And a Toping, 6^r. [from all misch^mce, 

Against the Presbyterians, pray give me leave to rail, 
Who ne'er had thirsted for Kings Blood, had they been 
And a Toping, &*c. [Drunk with stale, 

And against the Low-church Saints, who slily play 

[their part. 
Who rail at the Dissenters, yet love them in their Heart, 
And a toping, &'C. 

Here'saHealthtotheQueen,lef s Bumpers take in hand. 
And may Prince G — *s Roger grow stiff again and stand. 
And a Toping, 6*^. 

Oh how we toss about the never-failing Cann, 
We drink and piss, and piss and drink, and drink to piss 
And a Toping, &*c. [a£^. 

Oh that my Belly it were a Tun of stall. 
My Cock were tum'd into a Tap, to run when I did 
And a Toping, &*c. [call, 

Of all sorts of Topers, a Soph is far the best. 
For 'till he can neither go nor stand, by yave he's ne'er 
And a Toping, &*c, [at rest, 

We fear no Wind or Weather, when good Liquor 

[dwells within. 

And since a Soph does live so well, then who would 

And a Toping, &>€. [be a King, 

Then dead Drunk We'll march Boys, and reel into our 

[Tombs, 

That Jollier Sophs (if such their be) may come and 

And a Toping may they go, &>€. [take pur rooms, 

Sir 
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Sir JOHN JOHNSON'S Farewel, by 
Jo. Hains. 




^^m 



A LL Christians that haye,£ais to hear, 
jT-^ And Hearts inclined to pity ; 
Somfe of you all bestow one Tear, 

Upon my mournful Ditty : > 
In Queen-street did an Heiress live, ' 

Whose downfall whe^ I sing ; , 
"I^wiil make the. veiry Atones to grieve, ' 

God prosper' long our King. , 

For her a Scotish Knight did die, 

. Was ever the like seen ; 
I shame to tell place, hdw*, or* why;' 

And so God bless the Queen : 
Som^ say indeed she swore a Rape, 

But Gfod knows w1k> was w^oi^'d ; ; 
For he that did it did escape, 

And he did not was Hang'd. 

Some say another thing beside. 

If triie ? it ws^; a Vice ; 
That Campbell when she was his Bride, 

Did trouble her but thrice : 
*Twas this the young Girls Gholer moy*d, 

And in a Rage she swore ; 
E'er she'd be a Wife but three times lov'd. 

She'd. sooner be a Whore. 



But 
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But don't you pity now her Case, 
Was fprc'dto send for Surgeon,. 
~ To siiow the Man ,tha^ .viery place, ^ 

Where? once she was a Virgin. 
Parents take warning by her fall, 
. , When Girta are in their Teens ; * ' ' 

To marry them sooi^, <Mr thipy will all, 
' Know what the Business means. 

For Girls like Nuts (Excuse my Rhimes) 
;. At bottom growing. brown;; 
If you don't ^xher ^etn .betimes, 

Will of themselves fall down : 
God bless King. WiUiam^ and Queen Mary^ 
""And ?lerity and Peace advance] 
And. hang up: those wfefrtiie.contraiy, 

And then a Fig for France. 



A Song, Set by Mr. KING; 

T) ANISH my Lydia these sad Thoughts, 
\j Why. sets thou causing so ; ^ 

Tohear the Uglv.jrailaJt faults,. . ' 
They wou'd, they wou'd, but cannot do : 

For let the Guilt be what it wilL 
So small, so smiatl Account they bear ; . 

That Qone yet thought it worth their while. 
On such, on si^ch to be severe, 
On such, otx such to be severe. 

With far more reason thou may'st pine. 

Thy self for being Fair ; 
For hadst tbou but less Glorious been. 

Thou of no Faults wou'dst hear : 
So the great l^ht that shines from far. 

Has had its Spots set down ; 
While many a little useless Star, 

Has not been tax'd with one. 
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A Song. Set by Mr. HENRY 
PURCELL. 
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Love's PowVmmy Hfeart shall find no Compliance, 
111 stand to my Guard, and bid open Defiance : 
jms I will muster my Reason and Senses, 
Ta ra ra ra, Ta ra rarct^^ War now commences. 

Keep^ keep a strict Watch, and observe ev*ry Motion, 
Your Care to his Cunning exactly proportion ; 
Fall on, he gives ground, let him never recover, 
Vkfaria ! Victoria I the Battle is over. 
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A Song. Set 6y Mr. JAMES HART. 
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T T ONEST Shepher'd, since you're poor, 
Y X Think of loving me no more. 
Take Advice in timCy 

Give o're your Solicitations : 
Nature does in vain dispense, 
To your Vertue, Courage, Sense, 
Wealth can only influence, 
A Woman's Inclinations. 

What fond Nymph can e'er be kind, 
To a Swain, but rich in Mind, 
If as well she does not find 

Gold within his Coffers ? 
Gold alone does Scorn remove. 
Gold alone incites to Love, 
Gold can most perswasive prove, > 

And make the fairest offers. 
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The Shepherd's Wooing 6/ Fair Dulcina. 
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A S at ^oonDiOdna Jested, 
/\ In her sweet and shady Bo#V^ 
Came a Shq)herd and requested^ 

In her Lap to sleep an H6uf 5^ 
But from her look a Wound he took, 

So deep that for a lufth^r Boon, 
The Swain he prays, whereto she says, 

Foigo me now, come to me soon. 



But 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



P I L L & ^ Purge Melanchofy^ fOT; 

But in vain she did conJMre lum» . : 

,Fpr jto leave her Presence so j \ , .*. 
Having a thouisana' means ' to allure him, . ^ 

And but on,e to let him go : ^ . . . 
Where Lips invite, and Eyes delight, 

And Cheeks^ as fresh ^as Rose in ^um, 
Perswades to stay, what boot ta say, 

Forgo me now, come to me soon. 

Words whose Hoops have now ihjoyned, 

Him to let DtUcina sleep ; ' ." 

Could a Man's. Love be confined. 

Or a Maid her promise kcepi ? 
Noj forher Wast heheWherfafit, • ' • ' 

As she was eonbtant^ to her Tune jr ' ^ 

And she speaks, for Cupid's sake 

Forgo me, 'dw. i . » . - -» :. 

He deman(is w:hat time and* leisure, 

Can there't>e more fit thafli Hm^ ' 
She says Men may s^>ir thistr Pk»Mli«, 

Yet I.ittflldooidt Allow? ' '' ' : - 
The Sun's cle^ lifeh^ rf^netli ittdi'e' l^^t, 

Quoth lie, i!iio*e fiiref tliki <Ke'1SlObn : 
For her' to p^aise^^hc loves, shesAys,' • 

Forgo m6, Sn-^. » ;- 

But no Proipise, P9r Profj^ssiqn, 

From his'H^s cod* T^ti^ ; 

Who would Sell th^' s^eitft'PBsrsession,^ 

Of suchfeekutyfor'ahope;'"' ' ^ \ 
Or for the sight^eiflin^tig Night; • - 

Foigo the'pl^sairit JoyS oTNdon; ' 
Tho' none sd fair, her Speeches were, 

Foigo me, 6-r. ' 

Now at last agreed .tjie?,c. LovQipj. . , , • 
She was Fairj and'hfi wals l^durig,' '' 

If you'll believe me twill tellyou,^ ^ , ' , 
True love fixed laisteth Joiig ; ',\ .* . / 

• ■ ■" He 
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He said my dear and only Phear, 

Bright Phoebus Beams out-shin'd the Moon ; 
Dulcina prays, and to him says, 

Forgo me now, come to me soon. 



The Second Part 

"TA AY was spent and Night approached, 
1/ Venus fair was Lover's Friend, 
Sie intreated bright Apollo^ 

That his Steeds their Race should end : 
He could not say the Goddess nay, 

But granted Love's fair Queen her boon ; 
The Shepherd came to his &ir Dame, 

Forgo me now, come to me soon. 

Sweet (he said) as I did promise, 

I am. now retum'd again ; 
Long delay you know breeds danger, 

And to Lovers breadeth pain : 
The. Nymph said then, above all Men, 

Still welcome Shepherd Mom and Noon, 
The Shepherd prays, Dulcina says, 

Shepherd I doubt thou'rt come too soon. 

When that bright Aurora blushed, 

Came the Shepherd to his dear ; 
Pretty Birds most sweedy warbled, 

And the Noon approached near : 
Yet still away the Nymph did say. 

The Shepherd he fell in a Swoon ; 
At length she said, be not afinid, 

Forgo me, &*c. 

With grief of Heart the Shepherd hasted 
Up the Mountains to his Flocks ; 

Then he took a Reed and piped, 
Eccho sounded thro' the Rocks : 



Thus 
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ThiK did henplay, and wish'd^the Day, 

Wete sp^nt, ^dd^ifight were x^ome e'er Nooii; 

The sUent Sighv Love's delight, ' ^ '■ ' 
ril go to Pair 2?«/««A soon. < 

Beauties darling, fair Dtdcinay ^ , ,,, , ^ 

Like 16 ^wj for her Love, * t J 

Spent away the Day- in Passioh, 

Mourning like the Turtle-Dove : ^ ■* 

Melodiously, Notes low and high, 

She warWed forth thi^ dolefW Tune ; * ! ''. 
Oh come again sw^et Shepherd Swain,, 

Thou can'stTiot be with ustoo^oon. ^i , 

When as 

Had re , . 

Came in 

To his 
Then Pa they 

Did %\ ; 

Hymen d 

Forgp 

The ScpldiiigWife, 



p^^^m^^ u 



^^^^^ 



vol. VI. 
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>=f^f=f 



QUPPOSE a Man does all he can, 

^3 To unslave himself from a scolding Vfiits} 

He can't get out, but hops about, 

^LUce a Marry'd bird in the Cage of Life : . 
She on Mischief bent is ne'er content, 

Whidi ihakeis the poor Man cry out, 
Rigid &te, Marriage State, 
No reprieve but the Grave, oh 'tis hard Condition. 

Come I'll tell you how this Wife to bow, 
' Aiid quickly bring her to her last • ■ •• 

your Senses please, indulge your ease. 

But resist no jo}^ and each humour taste, 
Then let her squal, tod tear and bawl, 
And with whining cry her E^es out^-^. ^ 
Take a Tlask, double Flask, ' • :- 

•Whip it up, sip it up, that's your Physician. . ^ 
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A SONGr 



^s^^^ 



Ti 







^^^s^^^ 



iff P . ■■gtf { g i&fa Ln£rP 



WE merry Wives of Windsor, 
Whereof you make your PlayJ 
And act us oh your Stages, 

,' %Vk. JMdon Day by Day : . .\ 

Alass it doth not hurt us^ 

We care not what you do ; 
For all you scoff, we'll sing and laugh, 
And yet be Honest too. 

Alass we are good Fellows, 

We hate Dishonesty ; 
We are not like your City Dames^ 

In sport of Venery : 
p a 



We 
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We scorn to Punk, or to be drunk. 

But this we ddfQ.to dp ; 
To sit and chat, laugh and be fat. 

But yet be Honest too* 

> - ^ ..... ^ 

But should you know we Windsor Dames, 

Are free from haughty Pride : 
And hate the tricks you Wenches have^ 

In London and Bankside: 
But we can spend, and Money lend,* 

And more than thSt we^lldo, ' • - 
We'll sit and chat, laugh and b^ fet, . 

And yet be Honest too. 

It grieves us much to see your wants, 

Of things that we have store, 
In Forests wide and Parks bekide^ \ 

And other places more : 
Pray do not scorn the Windsor Horn, 

That is both fair and new ; 
Altho' you scold, well sing and laugh^ 

And yet be honest too. ' - ' t 

And now farewel imto you all. 

We have no more to say ; 
Be sure you imitate us right, 

In acting o^yo^l^I Play: . " 
If that you miss^ we'U'at you hiss,, 

As others ii$fdta do ;^^ "• 
And at you scdfT, ^nd siiig aiidkugh|, 
\ And yet be Honest too. 
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The BATTLEr Royal, 




^ 



^^^^^^&[ 




^M^^^^g 



A Dean ajid Prebeodaxy, 
/\ Had once a new vagary, 
And were at doubtful strife.Sir, 
Who led the better life Sir, 

And was the better Man ; 
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The Dean he said that truly, 
Since Bluflf was so unruly, 
He'd prove it to his Face, Sir, 
That he had the more Grace, Sir, 
And so the Fight began. 

When Preb. reply'd like Thunder, . 
And roafd out, 'twas no wonder. 
For Gods the Dean had three, Sir, 
And more by two thati he. Sir, 

Since he had got but one ; 
Now while these two were raging, 
And in Disputes engaging. 
The Master of the Charter, 
Said both had got a Tartar, 

For Gods that there were none. 

For all the Books of Mosesy 
Were nothing but supposes. 
And he deserv'd rebuke, Sir, 
Who wrote the Pentateuch, Sir, 

'Twas nothing but a Sham ; 
And as for Father Adam^ 
With Mrs. Eve his Madam, 
And what the Serpent spoke. Sir, , 
^ Wjas nothing but a Joke, Sir, 

And well invented flam. 

Thus in this Battle Royal, 

As none would take denial, 

The Dame for which they strove, Sir, 

Could neither of them love. Sir, 

For all had giv*n Offence ; 
She therefor^ slily waiting. 
Left all threie Fools a Prating, , 
And being in a Fright, Sir, 
Rdigion took her flight, Sir, 

And ne'er was heard on since^ 



The 
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The Saint turtid Sinner, Or the Dissenting 
Parson's Text under the Quaker's Petti- 
coats. To the foregoing Tune. 

YOU Friends to Reformation, 
Give Ear to my Relation, 
For I shall now declare, Sir, 
Before you are aware, Sir, 

The matter very plain, 

The matter very plain \ 
A Gospel Cushion Thumper, 
Who dearly lov'd a Bumper, 
And something else beside, Sir, 
If he is not bel/d, Sir, 
This was a Holy Guide, Sir, 

For the Dissenting Train. 

And for to tell you truly, 
His Flesh was so unruly. 
He could not for his life. Sir, 
Pass by the Draper's Wife, Sir, 
The Spirit was so faint, 6-^. 
This Jolly handsome Quaker, 
As he did overtake her, 
She made his Mouth to water. 
And liiought long to be at her, 
Such Sin is no great matter, 
, Accounted by a Saint. 
Says he my pretty Creature^ 
Your Charming Handsome Feature^ 
Has set me aU on Fire, 
You know what I desire, 

There is no harm to Love; 
Quoth she if that's your Notion, 
To Preach up such Devotion, 
Such hopeful Guides as you. Sir, 
Will half the World undo. Sir, 
A Halter is your due, Sir, 
If you such Tricks approve. J 
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TTieParBdAtetillinorefisiget, : 
Than lu3tftl i)(r* p^.4^«^^^ 
Took up. her^I^qw^r .C^afoj^t/ . 
And said there was»n6 hmri ih% 

According to ^he- Text $• * '^ 
For Soloniim mttt #isfer, 
Than any dull advisW, - -- -^^ 
Had many Hinitired Mississi, - ' 
To Crown his Rayal' Wishes, 
And why shou'd siifeh "iu^ 4his isi 

Make yousbiatdly^vitxt.'- 

The ftighterffemd^ Quaac^/ ' 
Perceiv'd what he >JvrfetiId make her, 
Was forcy tacall thfe^atdi In; 
And stop whkt*eWai? hatching, 

To spoil,1he.IjghtiTirilJiin;i.6^ 
They came, to: her Ai^sustiaaoe, ' V 
And sh!6:did.d[iake jesi8tanc£, 
Agaipst thefPriest aadJDerviljs ' 
The Actors. oC all Evil,,. ; 
Who wccfe set •Grand .imcivil, .^^ 

To tempt.aSaint-toSini" ■', 

The Parson '4£6» c;onfoiib(led,i ^ 
To see himself 6Uttit)imda(i,"r, r. 
With Mob aad Sturdy Watchmen, 
Whose Bii»sin«l/ti$.to\c^h Men, 

In :Lewdiv«s$vwifli,aPu^ <^tf^ 
He made soip^Jii^int E^qu^es, 
And all to Jii(te:Abaa^,: \->ij ^ 
In takii;ig.up^€i.I4BJi^,^5 
Against tte^n^jQpiXuoa, , 
Withifther «0ft I)QBiinit>ji, . / 

Alle<teing bQ .ifr49 djmlf*^ 

But tho' be fei^fied' Reding, • • 
They'made.hil» toY fop feeling. 
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And Lugg'd him to a Prison, 

To bring hini.to his .Reason, 
• • WUch'he had lost Jjefote; 

And thus we see how Preachers, 

Tlu^t^QuM bCiGospel-Teachers, ... •^ . 

How they< axe strangely blinded, r 

And are-so Fleshly minded, -, y !. 

Like Carnal Men inclined, - ^ 

' : To lye with any Whore, 




A Song, 6V/.^jk i?/iK. ^DAMASCENE, 

+^ EAUTY, like Kingdoms not for one, 
jr5 Was made to be possest alone ; * 
BybDiimedus Nature 'twks diisign'd; ' 
To be the Joy of Human-kind, 

Soothe bright, Planet of the -Dayr 
Z),dtfa unconfin'd his Beaims display* ' '" ** •' 
And generous 'heat to all diipence, ' 
' Which else would dye witik>ut that influence. 

Nor is your miehty Empire less, 
On ydu depends Man^HapjSne^; - * - "• 
If you but frown, we ceas.e tp be, 
Aiiddtily live by yoiir Decree. 

But sure a Tyrant cannot rest. 

Nor harl^our in so fair a Breast;^ 

in Monsters; Cruelty nfe j^nd^^ 

4n Angel's F^ce, must' have an AngePs Mind. 
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The Ballad of the True Trojan. 




#-^f 



T^¥=li^ 



TWZfq 



X ^<^^hadahreed oftmie stoat 'hS.en, ye^ Greece 



^ 



KJrzpTT^^ 



^^^ 



jt.^St 






made shift to rout her; cause each Man Drank as 




much as Ten, and thence grew ten times stouter : 



hfn^ ^ 



The? Hector Yn& a Trojan true as e - ver pist 'gain 



P 



u "X 1/ 



^ 



^^^^ 



wall Sir, A' ckil - les bang'd him black and blue, for 



P 



#^^ 



Efcs3! 



^^m^ ^m 
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he Dtank more than all Sir, for heI}iaiikmore,for 

he 
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^^^^^^^ 



he dnmk more, for he drank more than all Sir, for 



I 



^ ^j =gi ^ 



r—^ d U : 



2^ 



SsSE 



he drank more, for he drank more, for he drank 



m 



m-S=^ 



^^ 



-^-■^ 



more than all Sir. 



Let Baahus be our God of War, 

We shall fear nothing then Boys \ 
Well Drink all dead, and lay 'em to Bed, 
.And if theyi-wake not £!onqtiered, 

Well Drink 'em dead again Boys : 
Nor were the Grecians only fam'd, 

For Drinking and for fighting ; 
For he that; Drank and wan't asham'd, 

Was ne'er asham'd on's Writing* 

He that will be a Souldier then, 

Or Wit, must dnnk good Liquor ; 
It makes bi^Cpwards Fight lik« Men, 

And roving Thipyghts fly quicker : 
Let Bacchus be both God of War, 

And God of Wit, ^d then Boys, 
We'll Drink and fight,, anjl Drink anfi write, 
And if .th^Sun set with his Light, 

We'll i)f^k him jup aj^in Boys, r 
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Young Strephon and Phillis. 




^^^^^^m 




^ ^s^^^sm 




^ 



m 



?r?r- 



Jt±:: 



^.-t 



YdUNQ 5fr^^«» ixcAPhmis, 
they ^t on a Hill; 
But the Shepherd wa$ wanton,. 

And wou'd not sit still : 
His Head on h'^ Bosom^ . 

And Xnns round her Wast ; 
He* hugg'd her, and kissed her, * ' 
And clasp'd her so ^t ; 



'Tin 
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*Tai playing and jumbling, 

At last they fell tumbling ; ' : 

And down they got 'em, 
But oh 1 they fell soft on the Grass at the Bpttonii ^ 

As the Shepherdess tumbled, 

The rude Wind got in. 
And blew up her Cloaths, 

^AndherSmock to herChin J • *• 

The Shepherd he saw • ^ ' -. < : 

• The bright Venus^Yi^ sWore, 
For he knew her own Dove, 

By the Feathers she wore : 
^ill furious Love sallying," " 

At last he fell ddlymg,. 
And down, down he got ttim, 
But oh I oh how sweet, smd how soft at the Bottom. 

The Shepherdess blushing, ^ ^^ ^ 

To think what she'd* d6ni6 ; 
Away from the Shepffeia;""' 

She fain wou'd have tun: * * ' ' 
Which iS/r^^w perceiving^- ' 

The wand'rer did sei^ ; • 
And cry'd do be angry, "^ * • 

Fair Nymph if you please : 
•Tis too late to be cruel,-' 

Thy Frowns my dear j€^eli 
Now no more Sti^g^ ftaf^-gbt 'em, 
For oh 1 Thou'rt id! kmd, ahd all soft at tfae Bottom^ 
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The Yielding LASS. 
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1 ^HERE'S none, so Pretty, 
As my sweet Betty ^ 
he bears away the Bell ; 
For sweetness and neatness, 
And ail Compleatness, 
AU otber Girls doth excelL 

Whenever we meet, , 
She'll lovingly^ gr^eM. 

Me stilly with ajuiw d'ye do ; . 
Well I thank you, quoth I, ^ .. 
iTieii she will repfy, 

So am I Sir, the better for you. 

Then I ask'd her how, 
She told me^ not now, 

For Walls, and Ears, and Eyes ; 
Nay, she bid me take heed. 
What ever I did, 

'Tis good to be merry and Wise. 
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1 took her by th' Hand, 
She did not withstand, 

. And I gave her a smirking Kiss ; ^• 

She gave me another, 
Just like the tother, 

Quoth I, what a Comfort is this ? 

This put me in Heart, 
To play o'er my part, 

That I had intended before ; 
She bid me to hold, 
' And not be too bold. 

Until she had fastned the Door. 

She went to the Hatch, 
To see that the Latch, 
, And Cranies were all cock-sure ; 
And when she had done, 
She bid me come on. 
For now we were both 3ecure, 

And .what ve did there, 
I dare not declare, 
. . But think that silence is best ; 
('• - And if you will know, * 

Why I Kiss'd her, or so, * 

I'll leave you to guess at. the rest. , 



The Praise of HiJLL Ak, r 
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^^^§^^^^^^1 



T Et^s wet tb^ ,wiii5lk| of the Muse, 
1^ That sings the praise of eveiy Juice, 
TEs House aflfordsfor ]Vtortal use, 
Which no Body can deny. 

Here's Ale of J5r«//, which 'tis well linown, 
Kept King a^d Keyscr.oni of Tbwti, 
Now in, will never hurt the Crown,' 
Which no Body^^c. ' - 

Here^s' LamMh Ale to cool the M^, 
And Beer as spruce a^s e'er you'sa^^ . 
But Mum as good as Man can iduiw^ 
Which mBodys «8C. : x: ^ /A 

If Reins be loose as some MensXiyes, 
Whereat the Purling f^emale grieves, 
Here's stitch-Back thajt will fiieaae, your Wives, 
Which no Sodyy^^ \ ' .. • '{ ,,. *- 

Here's Cyldef too, ye little wot, * 
How oft 'twill make yts go to Pot, 
Tis Red-streaVdli» orit b net, v ; ^ 
Which no Body^ %LC, 

Here^s Schkar* thai haj" Abff'bis>^G^, 
And donn'd his Cloak and come to Towfly 
Till all's Up dtinkJiis Q^^t.dxytt^ 
Which no Body, «8e. ? i . .-, : \ t^^ 
' . ■ i 
Here's North-dowfi^ which in many a Case^ 
Pulls all the Blood into, the Bace, 
Wbich blushing » a sijg^ bfC^nsuse^ - 
' Winch m^Myi Itei: - - - 

\{ 
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If Belly full of Ale doth ^px>w, 
And Women runs in Head you know, 
6ld Pharoah will not let you go, 
Which fw Body can deny. 

Here's that by some bold Brandy hight, 
Which JDutch-men use in Case of fright. 
Will make a Coward ior to Fight, 
Which no Body^ &c. 

Hefe^s China^ Ale surpasseth far^ ... 
What Munden vents at Temple-bar^ 
Tis good for Loids^ and Ladies Ware, 
Which no Body^ &c. 

Here's oi Epsom will not Fox 
You, more than what's drawn out of Cocks 
Oi MiddldonyVeX carts i$iQ Vonj 
Which no Joody, &c. 

For ease of Heart, here's that will' do't, 
A Liquor you may have to boot, 
Invites you or the Devil to't, 
Which no Body^ &c 

For Bottle Ale, though St be windy. 
Whereof I cannot diuse but mind ye, 
I would nb< haVe it left behind ye, 
WhuhnoBody,^^^ 

Take Scurvy-Gras?, or Radish Alq, 
'Twill make you lik^ a HorSe to Stale; 
And cures whatsofever yOil Ail, 
WhicKfidiod^, &d 

For Countfy Ales^,as th^t of Ch 9Sf 
Or of t)arby you'U con3fess. , ^ 

The more you Drink, you'U need t^e less, 
Which no Body^ &<u 
VOL. vu q. But 
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But one thing must be thought upon, 
For Morning-Draught when all is done, 
A Pot of Purl for Harrison^ 
Which no Body can deny. 



The NEWS Monger. To the same Tune. 

T ET*s Sing as one may say the Fate 
I ^ Of those that meddle with this and that, 
And more than comes to their shares do Prate, 
Which no Body can deny. 

Such, who their Wine and Coffee Sip, 
And let fall Words 'twixt Cup and Lip, 
To scandal of good Fellowship, 
Which no Body^ &c. 

Those Clubbers who when met and sate, 
Where every Seat is Chair of State, 
As if they only knew what's what, 
Which no Bodyy &c. 

I> me sa)rs one, were I so and so, 

Or as the King, I know what I know, 
The Devil to wood with the French should go. 
Which no Body^ &c. 

Would the King Commission grant 
To me, were Lewis^ yohn of Gaunt^ 
I'd beat him, or know why I shant, 
Which no Bodyy &c. 

I'd undertake bring Scores to Ten, 
Of mine at Hours-waming-Men, 
To make /h7;i^ tremble once again^ 
Which no Bodyy kc 
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The Claret takes, yet e'er he Drinks, 
Cries Pox o'th' French-men^ but methinks 
It must go round to my Brother, 
Which no Body, &c. 

He's the only Citizen of Sence, 
And Liberty is hb Pretence, 
And has enough of Conscience, 
Which no Body^ &c. 

The Bully that next to him sat. 
With a Green Livery in his Hat, 
Cr/d what a Plague would the French be at, 
Which no Body, &c. 

Z had the King without Offence, 
Been rul'd by me, you'd seen long since, 
Chastisement for their Insolence, 
Which no Body, &c. 

They take our Ships, do what they please, 
Were ever play'd such Pranks as these, 
As if we were not Lord o'th' Seas, 
Which no Body, &c 

I told the King on't th' other Day, 
And how th' Intrigues o'th' matter lay. 
But Princes will have their own way, 
Which no Body^ &cc 

The next Man that did widen Throat, 
Was wight in half pil'd Velvet Coat, 
But he, and that not worth a Groat, 
Which no Body^ &c. 

Who being planted next the Door, 
(Pox on Imn for a Son of Whore) 
Inveighs against the Embassador, 
Which no Body^ &c. . 

Q a Had 
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Had the King (quoth he) put me upon't, 
You should have found how I had don't, 
But now you see what has come on*t, 
Which no Body 4 &c. 

Quoth he if such an Act had stood, 
That was designed for Publick good, 
'Thad passed more than is understood, 
Which no Body^, &c. 

But now fbfsOQth our strictest Law$, 
Are *gainst the Friends o'th' good oJd^ Cause, 
And if one Hangs, the other Draws, 
Which no Body^ &c. 

But had I but so.Worthy been, 
To sit in Place that some ^e iii, 
I better had advis'd therein, 
Which no Body^ Mc 

I am one that firm dolih standi ; 
For Manulftctttres ,of the Land^ 
Then Cyder takes^ in,> out of handy . : 
Which no Body I i^c, . 

This English Wiil0 (^Juoth he) arid Ale, 
Our Fathers dtank before the Sale 
Of Sack on PdMfcecaigf^Stati 
Which no Body^^i^ 

These Outlandish ^nks^ qiAfth he^ 
The Frenchy and Spanish Foppery^ 
They tast too nwch ^ Popei^y . 
Which no Body^ &c. . , 

And having tiuisi ^eiif V<»dicts> ip^nt, 
Concerning King and Parliaflia«nV 
They Scandalize aiGoverom^^kt, . i 

Which no Body, &tc 

An 
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An Hierarchy by such a Prince, 
As may be said without Offence, 
None e'er could boast more Excellence, 
Which no Body, &c. 

God bless the King, the Queen and Peers, 
Our Parliament and Overseers, . 
And rid us of such Mutineers, 
Which no Body can deny. 



A SATYR on the Times. To the fore- 
going Tune> 

A World that's full of Fools and Mad-men, 
T\ ' Of over-glad, and over-sad Men, 
With a few good, but many bad Men, 
Which no Body can deny. 

So many Cheats and close Disguises, 
So many Down for one that Rises, 
So many Fops for one that Wise is, 
Which no Body, &c. 

So manyWomep ugly fine. 
Their inside Foul, their outside shine, 
So many Preachers few Divines, 
Which no Body, &c. 

So many of Religious Sect, 
Who quite do mis-expound the Text, 
About ye know not what perplext. 
Which no Body, &c. 

Many Diseases that do fill ye. 
Many Doctors that do kill ye. 
Few Physicians that do heal ye. 
Which no Body, &c. 

, Many 
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Many Lawyers that undo ye, 
But few Friends who will stick to ye, 
And other Ills that do pursue ye, 
Which no Bodjy &c 

So many Tradesmen Lyars, 
So many cheated Buyers, 
As even Numeration tyers, 
Which no Body, &c. 

So many loose ones and high-flying, 
Who live as if there were no dying, 
Heaven and Hell, and all defying. 
Which no Body^ &c. 

So many under Scanty Fates, 
Who yet do live at lofty rates, 
And make show of great Estates, 
Which no Body^ &c. 

And if they will not take Offence, 
Many great Men of little Sense, 
Who yet to Politicks make Pretence, 
Which no Body^ &c. 

Many meriting lower Fate, 
Have Title, Office, and Estate, 
Their Betters waiting at their Gate, 
Which no Body^ &c. 

The Worthless meet with higher Advances, 
As the Wise bestower Fancies, 
To the Worthy nothing chances, 
Which no Body^ &c. 

The Worthy and the Worthless Train, 
Modest, silent, nothing gain. 
Impudent begging all obtain, 
Which no Body^ &c. 



y Google 



P I L LS /i? Purge Melancholy. 231 

A World wherein is Plenteous store, 
Of Foppish, Rich, Ingenious Poor, 
Neglected beg from Door to Door, 
Which no Body, &a 

A World composed, 'tis strange to tell, 
Of seeming Paradise, yet real Hell, 
Yet all agree to loVt too well, 
Which no Body, &c 

Where Pious, Lew'd, the Fool, the Wise, 
The one like to the other dies, 
And leaves a World of Vanities, 
Which tw Body, &c 

Proud and Covetous, Beaus and Bullies, 
Like one o'your musing MelanchoUies, 
I cry for their Ill's, and laugh at their Follies, ' 
Which no Body can deny. 



^♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦^ 



LuciNDA has the Devil and all. By 
Mr. H. Hall. 








P^^gg 



y Google 



232 P I L L s /it? Purge Melancholy. 



teg g^f&^-f tN^ - ^ 




i sfe^^^ae 



=* 



^. 



iac± 



sa^ 




^ 




ii 



IUCINDA has the de'el and all, the de'el and all, 
^ the de'el and all, 
Of thab bright Thing Wje Beg^ty call ; 
Bwjt if i^he won't conae to my Anns, ' 
Wl^at.care I, why, wfiat care I, wh^t, iirhafcare I for 

all her Charms ? 
Beauty's thp Sauce to Love';? Jiigh Meat, 
But who minds S^ti,cfc that must not fat : 
it IS indeed a mighty Treasure, 
But in using lies the Pleasure ; 
BuHies thus, that only ^ec't, 

JDamn all the Gold, damn all the Qpld, all, all ^ 
G^iim Lambardzstred^ 

Queen 
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Queen ELIZABETH'S Farewel. 




^^^^^ ^^ . 



I'LL tell you ail, both gcoat and small, 
I tell you all truly ; 
That we have caaise, and veiy great causey 
For to lament and cry, 
Fye, Oh ! fye, oh ! fye, oh ! fye I 

Fye on thee cruel De^th \ 
For thou hast ta'en away from us I 
Our Queen EHzaJbdh. 

Thou mayst have taken other Fplks, 

That better might be mist ; 
And have let our Queen alone^ 

Who lov'd no Popish Priest \ 
In Peace she rul'd all this L.and, 

Beholding unto no Man ^ ^ 
And did the Pope of ^^»x^ withstjEUid, 

And yet was but a Wpimn. 

A Woman said I ? nay, tha^.is mori^y 

Than any one am telj ; . 
So Fair she was, so Cha^t $he wa3» 

That no one knew it wejl I 



With 



y Google 



234 P I L L s /i? Purge Melancholy^ 

With that, from irawr^ came Monsieur o'er, 

A purpose for to Wooe her ; 
Yet still she liv'd and Dy'd a Maid, 

Do what they could unto her. 

She never acted any 111 thing. 

Which made her Conscience prick her ; 
Nor never would submit to him, 

That caird is Christ's Vicar : 
But rather chose couragiously, 

To fight under Christ's Banner ; 
'Gainst Pope and Turk^ and King of Spain^ 

And all that durst withstand her. 

But if that I had Argus's Eyes, 

They were too few to Weep ; 
For our Queen Elizabeth^ 

That now is fall'n asleep : 
Asleep indeed, where she shall rest, 

Until the Day of Doom : 
Aqd then she shall rise unto the Shame 

Of the great Pope o{Romt, 

The same in "LKTl^. 

VOBIS magnisparvis dicam^ 
Et sum veredicus ; 
Offerri causam maximam^ 

Esse in trisHbuSy 
V(Z tibi mors ! malum tibif 

Pro mortem tetricam ! 
Tu enim nobis dempsisti^ 
Reginam Elizam. 

PoUras plures caper e^ 

Citra injur iam; 
Peginamq; non rapere, 
AnH-sacrirColam : 
i ' l.Quieti 
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QuidhgmUm kcu Rexit^ 

NtUliq; devinclay 
Papamqtu Romae despexit^ 

Et tandem Famella. 

Ah, ah, quid dixi Ezmdla f 

£>e hocfama silet; 
Adeofuit castOrBdla^ 

Ut nemini liquet : 
En Dux Andinus adiit^ 

Jllam petiturus ; 
Virgo vixit 6r* obiit^ 

Hoc nihilominus. 

Nee mali quid hcu effedt^ 

ConscienticB stimuio; 
Nee semet ipsam subjedt^ 

Christi-vicario : 
At maluit magnamimisy 

Sub Christi vexeUis, 
Pugnare cum PapH, Turcis, 

Ac multis cUiis, 

Sin mihi Ai^gi iM4liy , . 

Dee$$ent.Lafhryma ; 
Elizabetha^ii^a/, 

Nuper dm^rducBy 
De naia hie^M^f^^ 

Die nopissinw^' - 
Et ttinc expe^^pdet^^ , 

Papd propuaio. 



The Pressing Cpnstc^ble. Set by Mr. 
Leveridge. 




^^^^St 
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I Am a cunning Constable, 
And a Bag of Wairaiits I Have here, 
To Press sufficient Men, arid able, 

At Homrcastle to appear : 
But now-a-days the/re growti so cunning, 

That hearing of this* Martial strife ; 
They all away from hence ^e running, 
Where I miss theMan^ rU press the Wife, 

Ho, who's at Home? Lo, here am J, 

Good-morrpw Neighbour. Welcome, Sir ; 
'VVhei:e is your Husband? Why truly. 

He's gone abroad, a Jourpey far : 
Do you not know when he comes back ? 

See how these Cpvards fly for Life ! 
The King for Soldiers mu^t not lack, 

Iflv^isstheMan^rUtaketha Wift. 



Shew 
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Shew me by what Authority 

You do it ? Pray Sir, let toe know \ 
It is sufficient for.ta see, 

The Warrant hangs in Bag. b^elow : 
Then pull it out, if it be strpog^ 

With you I will not stand at strife : 
My Warrant is z& bro^ as long. 

If I miss the Mm^ TU Press ike Wife, 

Now you have Prest me and are gpne, 

Please you but let me know your Name ; 
That when my Husband he comes home, 

I may declare to him the same : 
My Name is Captain Ward^ I say, 

I ne'er fqar'd Man in all my life : 
The King for Soldiers must not stay. 

Missing the Man^ Pll Press the Wife, 



TAesdmemLAl:iN. 

ASMus GonsiahiaoHuSy 
Mandata gero in t^o^e / 
Cinctures evocatufuSy 

Comu-Castello affore : 
At k&di^ ade& safiura^ 
Audki Hte JBdHci, 
Omnes abhinc profu^unt^ 
Virum supplebit Foemina. 

Ecquisn<m4om£neio 

Salve, Sis sa/vusy Dtmiine .: 
Ubindfn Vir est? Haudnego^ 

Proctd abest in itinere :, 
Ndm es ^nara reditih ? 

Ut flaunt pro iutamine ! 
Non egeat iK» MUiHbmsi.. 

Viros stipplebuat Foeimnc^ 



Hoc 
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HcBc quo Guaranto factitas^ 

AmUb dicas, Daminei 
Suffidat ui videos, 

Quodpendet abdomine; 
Educas, si vim habeaty 

Tecum nolam certamina^ 
Fro rationey voluntas stat, 

Virum supplebit Foeminae. 

CompressA me, ituro /f, 

Siplacety reddas nomina. 
Sic ut r ever so conjuge^ 

Illi declarem omnia, 
Ward ducor Cafitaneus, 

Sat notus pro maguanime f 
Non ^eat Rex milibus, 

Viros supplebunt Foeminae. 



A Song, Set by Mr. Leveridge. 




LOVE is a Bauble, 
No Man is able, 
To say, it is this, or 'tis that ; 
An idle Passion, 
Ofsuch a Fashion, 
'Tis like. I cannot tell what 

Fair in the Cradle, 
. Foul in the Saddle, 
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Always too cold, or too hot ; 
An errant Lyar> 
Fed by Desire, 

It is, and yet it is not ,. ^^ .. 

Love is a FcUow, 

Clad all in Yellow, 
The Canker-worm of the Mind ; 

A privy Mischief, 

And such a sly Thief, 
No Man knows where him to find. 

Love is a Wonder, 

Tis here, and 'tis yonder, 
'Tis common to all Men, we know ; 

A very Cheater, 

Ev'ry ones better. 
Then hang him, and let him go. 



A^ 



The same in LATIN. 

MOR est Pigma, 
_ _ Merum ^Enigma, 

Quid sit nemodetegat : 
Vesana Passio^ 
Cut ntUla ratio^ 

Par em natura negate 

Cunis formosuSf 

Selld Canosus^ 
Color, aut Jrigiditas : 

Furens LibidOf 

Dicta cupido^ 
Est J &* nan est mtiias. 

Amor amasiuSf 
Totus sUacmSy 
Est Eruca animi; • 



Deditus 
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Diditus inaiis, 

Non inveniustdlM, 

Hie 6^ ubiq ; 

Com^f iitfiq; 
Ad siuporem OgUat : 

Nullus detttU^y 

Qu&vis supePio?i 
In mataM rmt abiut 



A Song. Set by Mr.. HENRY 
PURCELL. 
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T/'OUNG Strephon he has Woo'd me long, 
j[ And Courted me with Pipe and Song ; 
But I a silly, silly peevish Twit, 
For want of Sense, for want of Wit, 

Have phoo'd, and cry'd, - 

Have pish'd, and fy'd. 
And play*d the fool, and lost my Time, 
And almost slipped, and almost slipp'd. 
And almost slipped my Maiden Prime. 

But now I thank my gracious Heaven, 
I hope my faults are all forgiven ; 
Fve struck the Bargain, eas'd my pain, 
And am resolved to take my Swain : 

To phoo, and cry, 

And pish, and iy^^ 
And make a Virgin's coy Pretence, 
Is all, all, all, is all, all, all, is all, all^ all. 

For want of Sense. 



^%;#:#^#;^«^o#i#.#^^^ 



A Song. Tune, //!?«; kappys the Lover. 

HOW happ/s that Husband who after few Years, 
Of railing and brawling. Confusion and Folly, 
Shall see his Lantipley drown'd in her Tears, 
Then prithee Alexis be Jolly, be Jolly, 
Then prithee ^^if be. JpUy. "'' 

VOL. VI. R 'a 
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A SONG. Set by Mr, Leveridge, 






:^ 



Ortune is bUndand Beauty unkind, the Devil take 'em 



^^i^ ^^m 




both, one is a witch, & tothere's a bitch in neither's 



ferlS 



^^i 




Faith or Troth : There's hazard in hap, deceit in a Lap, 



^ ^^^^f W-^ ^^-^n 



But no fraud in a Brimmer ; If truth in the bot- 




^1^ 



^^^3SIS 



— ^tom lye, thence to redeem her we'll drain, we'll drain, well 



AM^,^^fc^ ^j^£^ 



drain, we'll drain the whole Ocean dry. 



Honour's 
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Honour's a Toy, 

For Fools a Decoy, 
Beset with Care and Fear ; 

And that (I wuss) 

Kills many a Puss, 
Before her clymacht Year : 

But freedom and mirth, 

Create a new Birth, 
While Sack's the Aqua Vita, 

That Vigour and Spirit gives, 
Liquor Almighty I 

Whereby the poor Mortal lives. 

Let us be blith. 

In spight of Death's Syth, 
And with an Heart and half. 

Drink to our Friends, 

And think of no £nd!s. 
But keep us sound and safe: 

While Healths do go round. 

No Malady's found. 
The Maw-sick in the Morning, 

For want of his wonted strain ; 
Is as a Warning, 

To double it over again. 

Let us maintain 

Our Traffique with Spain, 
And both the Indies slight ; 

Give us their Wines, 

Let them keep their Mines, 
We'll pardon Eighty Eight : 

There's more certain Wealth 

Secur'd from stealth, 
In one Pipe of Canary, 

Than in an unfortunate Isle \ 
Let us be wary. 

We do not our selves beguile. 

R a The 
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The LATIN to the foregoing Song. 

SORS sine visUy 
Fortndq; Risu^ 

Sintpro Damone; 
Hcu mcUefka^ 
Ita ven^a^ 

Fallax utra^u; 
Sors mea estfors^ 
Sintisque vecorsy 

Sedfraus nulla; tu tatp 
In f undo si Veritas sit^ 

Potu EpotOy 
Oceanus sicusJU, 

Honor 6- lusus^ 
Stultis illusuSy 

Card, catenatdy 
H&cqtie (id faiur) 
Catus necatur, 

Morte non paratA : 
Dum vero Grcecamur^ 
Non Renovamur, 

Nam Aqua Vitce vinum^ 
Vires spiritiisque doty 

Idque dicunuMy 
A morte nos Elevat. 

yam simus laetiy 
Spretd vi lethiy 

Cordatissime : 
Ut Combibones 
(non utgnathones) 

Saxtirrectique : 
Dum prociflcB SpumerUy 
Morbi absument : . 

Ac tnanl Corpus Onustum*^ 
Free aJienationey 

Acuit gustumy 
Pro Iteratione, 

PrestH 
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Presto quotofinisy 
Merks cum Hispanis^ 

India sit sola ; 
. VinUm prabeanty 
Aurum teneanty 
. , . Absitsphidla: 
Suta opesy fro certOy 
Magis d furtOy 

In Vini poHoney 
Quam Terra Incognita ; 

P^o cdutionCy 
Ne twbis fit subdoia. 



The Raree^showy/rom Father HOVK^S. 




FRom Father HopkinSy whose Vein did inspire 
him, 
Bap sends this Raree-show publick t6 yieW ; 
Prentices, Fops and their Footmen admire him, 
Thanks Patron, Painter, aiid Monsieur Gtdbeau, 

Each Actor on the Stage his luck bewailing, 

Finds that his loss is Infallibly true;. 
Smithy Nokesy and Leigh in a Feaver with railing. 

Curse Poet, Paiqter, and Monsieur Grabcau. 

Bet- 
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Betterton^ Bdterton^ thy Decorations, 

And the Machines were well written we knew ; 

But all the Words were such stufif we want Patience, 
And little better is Monsieur Grdbeu, 

me sa)rs Underhill^ I'm out two hundred. 



Hoping that Rain-bows and Peacocks would do ; 
Who thought infallible Tom could have blundered, 
A Plague upon him and Monsieur Grabeu. 

Lane thou hast no Applause for thy Capers, 
Tho' all without thee would make a Man spew ; 

And a Month hence will not pay for the Tapers, 
Spite of yack Laurmt and Monsieur Grc^eu, 

Bays thou wouldst have thy Skill thought universal, 
Tho' thy dull Ear be to Musick untrue ; 

Then whilst we strive to confute the Rehearsaly 
Prithee learn thrashing of Monsieur Grabeu. 

With thy dull Prefaces still thou wouldst treat us, 
Striving to make thy dull Bauble look fair ; 

So the hom'd Herd of the City do cheat us. 
Still most commending the worst of their Ware, 

Leave making Opera's, and Writing Lyricks, 
'Till thou hast Ears and canst alter thy strain ; 

Stick to thy Talent of bold Panegyricks, 
And still remember the breathing the Vein. 

Yet if thou thinkest the Town will extol 'em, 
Print thy dull Notes, but be thrifty and Wise j 

Instead of Angels subscribed for the Volume, 
Take a round Shilling, and thank my Advice. 

In imitating thee this may be charming. 
Gleaning from Laureats is no shame at all ; 

And let this Song be sung the next performing, 
Else ten to one but the Prices will fall. 
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A SONG. 







^g^^^^^^^^: 



^ gggj^ 



4 Broad as I was walking, I sp/d two Maids a 
wrestling, 
e one threw the other unto the Ground ; 
One Maid she let a Fart, struck the other to the Hearty 
Was not this a grievous Wound ? 

This Fart it was heard into Mr. Bawmaris Yard, 

With a great and a mighty Power ; 
For ought that I can tell, it blew down Bridwdl^ 

And so overcame the Tower, 

It blew down Pauls Steeple, and knock'd down many 
People, 

Alack was the more the pity ; 
It blew down Leadm-hail^ and the Meal-sacks and all. 

And the Meal flew about the City. 

It blew down the Exchange^ was not this very strange, 

And the Merchants of the City did wound ; 
This Maid she like a Beast, tum'd her fugo to the 
Easty 
And it roar'd m the Air like Thunder, 

TTie 
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The Jolly PEDLAR's >«?//;>' Thing. 




^^^g 







1 



i.J> ^ ^ ^ 



A Pedkr proud as I heard tell, 
jr\ He came into a Town i 
With certain Wire* he had to sell; 

Which he cr/d np and down : 
At first of all he did begin, 

With Ribbonds, or Laces, Points, or Pins, 
Gartering, Girdling, Tape, or Filleting 

Maids anyCunhy^skins. 

I have of your fine perfumed Gloves, 
Aiid foade dftheJ best Doe-SkiA }^ 

Such as young M^ do^vetheir Loves; 
Whetf diey tfieir Favour Win : 

Besides he had many a prettier Thing 
Than Rmofuts, ^ccu 
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I have of your fine Necklaces, 

As ever you did behold ; 
And of your Silk Handkerchiefs, 

That are lac'd pound with Gold : 
Besides he had many a prettier Thing 

Than Ribbands, &c 

Good fellow^ says one; and smiling sat, 
Your Measure does somewhat Pinch ; 

Beside you Measure at that rate. 
It wants above an Inch : 

And thcnt he shew*d her a prettier Thing, 
pum Ribbands, 9lc. . 

The Lady was pleas'd with what she had seen, 

And vow*d and did protest ; 
Unless he'd shew it her once again. 

She liever shou'd'be at rest : 
With that he shew'd her his prettier Thing 

Than Ribbands, &c. 

With that the Fedkr began to^huff, 

And said his Measure was good, 
If that she pleased to try his stufif, 

And take it whilst it stood : 
And than he gave her a prettier Thing, 

Than Ribbands^, &c. 

Good fellow said she, when you come again. 

Pray bring good store of your Ware j 
And for new Customers do not sing, 

For I'll take all and to spare : 
With that she hugg'd his prettier Thing' 

Hum Ribbands, or Laces, Faints, ar Fins, 
Gartering, GirdHng^Tc^y ar FUlefingi 

Maids any Cunnjhskins, 
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A Song, by Mr. Escourt, To a Tune of 
Mr. Weldon's. 
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THE Ordinance a-board, 
Such Joys does afford, 
As no mortal, no mortal, no mortal, no mortal, no 
mortal e'er more can desire ; 
Each Member repairs, 
From the Timter to the stairs, 
And by water, by water, by water, they all go to fire. 

Of 
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Of each Piece that's a-shore, 
They search from the bore, 
And to proving, to proving, to proving, to proving, to 
proving, 3iey go in fair Weather ; 
Their Glasses are large, 
And whene'er they discharge, 
There's a boo huzza, a boo huzza, a boo huzza. Guns 
and Bumpers go off together. 

Old Vulcan fpr Mars^ 
Fitted Tools for his Wars, 
To enable him, enable him, enable him, enable him, 
enable him to conquer the faster 3 
But had Mars ever been 
Upon our Wolwkh Green, 
To have heard boo, huzza, boo, huzza, boo, huzza, 
he'd have own'd Great Marlborough his Master. 



A Song. 




A Young Man and a Maid, put in all, put in oily 
Together lately play'd, put in all; 
The Youujg Man was in Jest, 
O the Maid she did protest : 
She bid him do his best, put in all^put in all. 

With 
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With that her rowliog £yes, put, &c. 
Turn'd upward to tie Skies, /»/^ &c 
My Skin is White you see, 
My Smock above my Kne*, 
What wou'd you more of me,/tt/, &a 

I hope my Neck and Breast, /»/, &c. 
Lie open to your chest, put in all^ 
The Young Man was in heat. 
The Maid did soundly Sweat, 
A little farther get^put^ &c. 

According to her Will^/ai*/, &c 

This Young Man trjfd his Skill, /«/ in aU ; 

But the Proverb plain does tell, 

That use them ne'er so well, . . 

For an Inch they'd take aa ^1, put^hc 

When they had ended sport, put, &c. 

She found him all too short, put in all; 

For when he'd done his best, 

The Maid she did protpst^ ,. 

Twas nothing but a Jest, put in aUy put in all. 



A SoKG. The Words by]o. Hains, Set by 
Mr. Church. 
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Courted and Writ, 

__ Shewed my Love and my Wit, 
And still prettv JFlavia deny*d ; 

Twas her Virtue I thought, 

Made me prove such a Sot, 
To adore her the more for her Pride : 

Till I happened to sit, 

By her Mask'd in a Pit, 
Whilst a crowd of gay Beaus held her play ; 

When so wantonly free, 

Was her smart Repartee, 
I was cur'd and went blushing, went blushing away* 

How L6vers Mistake, 

The Addresses they make. 
When they swear to be Constant and true ; 

For all the Nymphs hold, 

Tho' the Sport be still old, 
That their Play-mates must ever be new : ^ 

Each 
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Each pretty new Toy, 
How they'll long to enjoy, 

And then for a newer will Pine ; 
But when they perceive, 
Others like what they leave, 

Then they cry for their Bauble again. 




PERK IN in a Cole-Sack : Or, the Colliers 
Buxome Wife of St. James's, 



^^mmw^m m 




■^iViH 



^^rWJ^^ 



i 



^^ 



IS 



G- 



^^^^^^m 



^m 



T=^^ 



COME 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



P I L L s A? Purge Melancholy. 255 

/^~^OME all that are disposed a while, 
Vv And listen to my Story ; 
I shall not you of ought beguile, 

But plainly lay before yc : 
How Buxome Ruth had often strove, 

With no small Pains and Labour ; 
Her own SulSiciency to prove, 

By many a Brawny Neighbour. 

She oft was heard for to Complain, 

But still with little Profit ; 
That Nature made her Charms in vain, 

Unless some good come of it : 
Her Booby seldom was at home, 

And therefore could not please her ; 
Which made more welcome Guest to come, 

In Charity to ease her. 

Her wishes all were for an Heir, 

Tho' Vmus still refus'd her > 
Which made the pensive Sinner Swear, 

The Goddess had abus'd her : 
And since her Suit she did deny. 

To shew her good Intention ; 
She was resolv'd her self to try 

An Old, but rare Invention. 

Abroad by known Example taught, 

To one with Child she hasts her ; 
Whereby five Guineas which she brought, 

The Bargain is made fast, Sir: 
The Infant soon as brought to light, 

(For so they had agreed it) 
Must fall to Buxome Ruth by right. 

To save her sinking Credit 

Her petticoats with Cushions rear'd, 

Her BeUy struts before her ; 
Her Ben*s Abilitys are prais'd. 

And he poor Fool adores her« 

Her 
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Her Stomach sick, and squeamish grovm. 
She pewkes like Breeding. Woman, 

While he is proud to make it. known. 
That he has prov'd a true Man. 

Nine Months compleat, the trusty Dame, 

Her Pain she finds increases ; 
While RtUh affected with the same. 

Makes ugly and wry Faces : 
And now a Coach must needs be bad, 

The Brat to shake about, Sir; 
But e'er retum'd Ben was a Dad, 

For Perkin h^d crept out, Sy:, 

The good Ale Firkin strait is tapp'd. 

And Women all are Jolly ; 
While no one in her round is 'scap'd. 

For fear of Melancholy : 
And Ruth in Bed could in her turn, 

Tho' modest of Behaviour ; 
With all her Heart a Bob have bom, 

Had she not feafd a Feaver. 

Thus Jovially the time they spend, 

In Merriment and Quaffing ; 
Whilst each one does die Brat commend. 

As Ben did still keep I^ghing : 
And now to tell is my Intent, 

How Fortune to Distaste her ; 
Ruth's future Boasting did prevent, 

By one most sad Disaster. 

A Search was made at f other Hoipe, 

By Overseers quick sighted ; 
The Mother to Confession comes, 

By Threats being much Afiright^d ; 
Thus all their Mirth at once was Cool, 

Fate all their hope« did haiwer ^ 
So Ben lives on the self same JFpol, 

Tho' Ruth was forced to scamper. 

And if the Truth of this you doubt^ 
The Overseers can make it out. 
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The Man of Honour : Or ^ the Unconstant 
World turnd upside down : To the fore- 
going Tune: 

HOW is the World traasform'd of late, 
In Country, Court, and City; 
As It we were decreed by Fate, 

To sing a mournful Ditty : 
About the dismal change of Things, 

There was no sooth in Fauner ; 

In the blest Reigns of former Kings, 

When livas a Man of Hafiaur. 

I kept a Castle of my own, 

With Land five Thousand Acres ; 
When old King Harry grac'd the Throne, 

Before the Time of Quakers : 
My Doors and Gates stood op«i Wide, 

I lackt no Ring nor Runner ; 
An Ox each Day I did provide, 

Whenlwas^^c 

My Guess all Day. went in and out, 

To Feast and cheer their Senses ; 
Could I but bring the Year about, 

I grudg'd not my Expences : 
My Talent was to feast the Poor, 

I valu'd no Court Fauner ; 
Of Cooks I kept full half a Score, 

When I was, &c. 

When Christmas Day was drawing near, 

To Cheer and make them Merry ; 
I Broach'd my humming StQut March Beer, 

As brown as the Hawthorn Berry : 
Of which there was not any lack, 

I was my self the Donor ; 
'Twas fetch'd up in a Leathern ^ach, 

When I wasj &c. 
VOL. VI, s I 
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I never lay in Trades-mens Books, 

For Gaudy Silks or Sattins ; 
Nor did I pay with Frowning looks. 

Or broken Scraps of Latin : 
They had my Gold and Silver free, 

I fear'd not any Dunner ; 
All Men was glad to deal with me, 

When I was a Man of Honour 

\ I never kept my Hawkes and Hounds^ 

Or Lew'd and Wanton Misses ; 
I'd never sell or Mortgage Towns, 
\ To purchase Charming Kisses : 

Of those that seek their Prey by Night, 

Each cunning Female Fauner ; 
My Lady was my Hearts Delight, 
When I was, &c. 

I never hid my Noble Head, 

For any Debt contracted ; 
Nor from the Nation have I fled, 

For Treasons basely Acted : 
Nor did I in the least Rebel, 

To make my self a Runner : 
My Loyalty was known full well. 

When I was, &c. 

I never did betray my trust. 

For Bribes more sweet than Honey ; 

Nor was I false, or so unjust. 
To sink the Nations Money : 

My Lands and Livings to enlarge, 
By wronging each good Donor : 

I Built not at the Nation's Charge, 
When I was, &c. 

We find now in these latter Days, 

Some Men hath delegated ; 
From Truth, and found out greedy ways,. 

This should be regulated : 

; And 
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And act henceforth with Heart and Hand, 

Oppose the Sons of Bonner ; 
I lov'd my King and serv'd my I^nd, 

IV^m /was, &c. 

For Bounty, Love and large Relief, 

For Noble Conversation ; 
For easing the poor Widows Grief, 

In Times of Lamentation : 
For House of Hospitality, 

111 challenge any Donor ; 
There's few or none that can outvey, 

H^ing Henry's Man of Honour » 



A Song, Set by Mr. FRANK. 

FICKLE Bliss, fantastick Treasure, 
Love how soon, how soon, 

How soon thy Joys, are past ? 
Since we soon must lose the Pleasure, 

Oh ! 'twere better ne'er to tast : 
Gods I How sweet would be possessing, 

Did not Time its Charms destroy ; 
Or could Lovers with the Blessing, 

Lose the Thoughts of Cupid's Joy : 
Lose the Thoughts, the Thoughts, 

The Thoughts of Cupids Joy. 

Cruel Thoughts, that pain yet please me, 

Ah ! no more my rest destroy ; 
Shew me still if you would ease me. 

Love's Deceits, but not it's Joy : 
Gods what kind, yet cruel Powers, 

Force my Will to rack my Mind I 
Ah 1 too long we wait for Flowers, 

Too, too soon, to fade designed, 
s 2 
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A Song, Set by Mr. Akeroyde 
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THAT scomfiil Sylviah Chains I w«ar, 
The Groves and Streams can tell ; 
Those blasted with my Sighs appear, 

These with my Tears my Tears^ o're-swelL 
But Sighs and Tears bring no redress, 

And Love that sees, that sees me grieve ; 
Conspires with Sylvia to oppress. 
The Heart he should relieve. 
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The God that should reward my Pain, 

Makes Sylvia more my Foe ; 
As She encreases in Disdain, 

He makes my Passion grow : 
And must I, naust I still admire, 

Those Eyes that cause my Grief? 
'Tis just, since I my self conspire 

Against my own Relief. 



A Song, Set by Mr. ROBERT KING. 

A LL own the Young Sylvia \s fatally Fair ; 
y^ All own the Young Sylvia is pretty ; 
Confess her good Natiure, and easie soft Air, 
Nay more, that's She's wanton and witty ; 
Yet all the keen Arrows at Damon still dast, 

Cou'd never, cou'd never, his quiet destroy, 
'Till the cunning Coquett^ shot me flying at last ; 
By a ymesayy yenesdy^ quoy^ 
By a yene say^ yene say, qu^y: 

So tho' the young Sylvia were not very. Fair, 
Tho* she were but indifferently pretty; 

Much wanting Aurelia's, or Calia's soft Air, 
But not the dull sence of the City ; 

Yet still the dear Creature woii'd please without doubt. 
And give me abundance of Joy ; 

Since all that is missing is plainly made out, 
By a yene say, yme, say quoy. 
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A Song, Set by Mr. FRANK. 
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A Swain in despair, 
Cryed Women ne'er trast, 
Alass they are all 
Unkind op unjust 
A N}Tnph who was by, 
Soon thus did reply ; 
The Men we all find 
More false and unkind. 

Except me he cryed, 
And me She replyed , 
Then try me said he, 
I dare not said she : 
The Swain did pursue, 
Each alter'd their Mind :/' 
She vow'd Hje was true. 
He swore She was kind. 
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A Song, Set by Mr. Akeroyde. 
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WO'as me poor Lass ! what mun I do ? 
Gin I did my bonny Sawney slight, 
He now gangs a blither Lass to woo, 

And I alene poor Lass ligs ev'ry Night 
Curse on Fickleness and Pride, 

By which we silly Women are undone : 
What my Sawney begg*d and I deny'd 
Alass ! I long to grant, but now he's gone. 

When he was kind I made a Strife, 

Yet I then den/d with mickle Woe ; 
For he su'd as gin^ he begg'd for Life, 

And almost d/d poor I^d ! when I said no : 
Well I keen'd, he woo'd to wed, 

Yet feafd to own, I loVd the canny Loon ; 
Ah would he have sta/d he might have sped, 

Waa's me 1 why would my Sawney gang so soon. 
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"I3 Ichest Gift of lavish Nature, 
Jr\^ Matchless darling pf my Heart ; 
An ! too dear, too charming Creature, 

You on £arth a Heav'n impart. 
Rapt in Pleasure past expo-^ing, 

I with Bliss almost expire ; 
Cou'd we still be thus possessing, 

God's who would your State aesire. 

Kindling Glances quickning Kisses, 

That like Time so soon are past ; 
Crowding joys to eager Blisses, 

Stiir rendering may you 'last : 
Nor by a fantastick Fashion, 

Being lawful please the less ; 
But. may I indulge my Passion,. 

Blest in none but ]|er I bless.; 
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T(?iJ/' Tinker's my true love, and I am his Dear, 
And I will go with him his Budget to bear ; 
For of all the young Men he has the best liick, 
AU the Day he will Fuddle, at Night he will — 
This way, that way, which way you will, 
I am sure I say nothiiig that you can take 111. 

With Hammer on Kettle l^e tabbeis all Day^ 
At Night he wijl tumblie on Strumil or Hay ;- 
He calls me his Jewel, his delicate Duck, 
And then he will take up my Smicket to — 
This way^ &c. 

Tom Tinker I say was a Jolly stoiit Lad, 
He tickled young Nancy, and made her stark mad ; 
To have a new Rub)>e£s with him op the Grass, 
By reason she 3aiew that lie had a gpod — . : 
This way, &c. ... 

There was an^oid Woman on Grutdhes she came, 
To lusty Tom Tinker^ Tom Tinket by Name ; 
And tho' she was Aged neiar threescore and five, 
She kickt up her Heels and resolved to — -- 
This wayy &c. 
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A beautiful Damsel came out of the West, 
And she was as Jolly and brisk as the best ; 
She'd Dance and she'd caper as wild as a Buck, 
And told Tom the Ti?iker^ she would have some — 
This way^ &c. 

A Lady she call'd him her Kettle to mend, 
And she resolved her self to attend ; 
Now as he stood stooping and mending the Brass, 
His Breeches was torn and down hung his — 
This way^ &c 

Something she saw that pleased her well, 
She caird in the Tinker and gave him a spell ; 
With Pig, Goose and Capon, and good store of suck. 
That he might be willing to give her some — 
This way^ &c. 

He had such a Trade that he tum'd me away. 
Yet as I wgLS going he caus'd me to stay ; 
So as towards bim I was going to pass, 
He gave me a slap in th^ Face with his -~« 
This way^ &c. 

I thought in my Heart he had struck off my Nose, 
I gave him as good as he brought I suppose ; 
My Words they were ready and wonderful blunt, 
Quoth I, I had rather been stobb'd in my — 
This wayy &c 

I met with a Butcher a killing a Calf, 
I then stepped to him and cryed out half: 
At his first denial I fell very sick, 
And he said it was all for a touch of his — 
This way^ &c. 

I met with a Fencer a going to School, 
I told him at Fencing he was but a Fool ; 
He had but three Rapiers and they were aU blunt. 
And told him he should no more play at my — . 
This way^ &c. 
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I met with a Barber with. Razor and Balls, 
He fligger'd and told me for all my brave alls ; 
He would have a stroke, and his words they were blunt, 
I could not deny him the use of my — 
This wayy &c. 

I met with a Fidler a Fidling aloud, 

He told me he had lost the Case of his Croud ; 

I being good natur'd as I was wont. 

Told him he should make a Case of my — 

This way^ and that way^ and which way you can^ 
For the Fairest of Women will lye with a Man. 



A Song, Set by Mr. KING, 

WHEN on her Eyes, 
When on her Eyes, 

My happy Stars I gaze, 
A strange Commotion seizes every part 

Fain would I sp^ak, fain would I speak, 
The cause of my Disease ; 

But fear to tell the Story of my Heart 
Her look severe, i 
Her look severe, 
Yet O endearing awes. 
Yet O endearing awes. 
The Women's EnVyi 
The Women's Envy, 
But Mankind's applause. 
But Mankind's applause. 
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Miss CUDDY. 
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POOR Sawney had Hiarry'd a Wife, 
And he knew not. what to do with her ; 
For she'd eat more Barly-bread, 

Then he knew how to give her : 
We'll all sup together, well all sup, 6*r. 

We'll make no more Beds than one, 
'Till ^w<? sends warmer Weather. 

We'll all lig together, we'll all lig together, 
We'll make no more Beds than one, 

Till yave sends wanner Weather. 
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We'll put the Sheep's-head in the Pot, 
The, Wool and the Horns together ; . ^ 
And we will make Broth of that, 
And we'll all sup together, 
We'll all sup together, we'll all sup together. 
We'll make no more Beds than one, 
'Till yove sends warmer Weather, 
We'll all lig together, 6v. 

The Wool shall thicken the Broth, ♦ 

The Horns shall serve for Bread, 

By this you may understand. 

The Virtue that's in a Sheep's-head : 

And we'll all sup together, we'll all sup together, 

We'Umake no more. Beds than one, 

'Till yove sends warmer Weather, 

And we'll all lig together, 6-r. 

Some shall lig at the Head, i 
And some shall lig at the Feet, 
Miss Cuddy wou'd lig in the middle. 
Because she'd have all the Sheet : 
We'll all lig together, we'll all lig together, 
We'll make no more Beds than one, 
'Till yove sends warmer Weather, 
And we'll all lig together, 6-^. 

Miss Cuddy got up in the Loft, - 
And Sawney wou'd fein have been at her, 
Miss Cuddy fell down in her Smock, 
And made the glass Windows to clatter : 
We'll all lig together, we'll all lig together, 
We'll make no more Beds than one, 
'Till yove sends warmer Weather, 
Well all lig together, 6-r, 

The Bride she went to Bed, 
The Bridegroom followed aifter. 
The Fidler crepp'd in at the Feet, 
And they all lig'd together. 
We'll all lig together, &>c. 
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A Song. Set by Mr, AKEROYDE, 
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BENEATH a cool Shade Amaryllis was sate, 
Complaining of Love and bemoaning her Fate ; 
Ah ! she cry'd, why must Maids be so formal and Coy, 
To deny what they think is their only true Joy ? ' 
And Custom impose on us so much ado, 
When our Hearts are on fire, and Love bids us fall too; 
And Custom impose on us so much ado. 
When our hearts are on fire, and Love bids us fall too. 

Young 
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Young Stre^hon was near her, and heard the Complaint, 
He easily guest what the Damsel did want ; 
He rush'd in upon her, in Kisses reply'd, 
Caught her fast in his Arms, she faintly den/d : 
What they did without study, we soon may divine, 
Twas Strephm's Luck then, the next Minute be mine; 



Clarinda's Complaint. Tune of lanthe 
the Lovely. 

With sighing and wishing, and Green-sickness 
Diet, 
With nothing of Pleasure, and little of Quiet ; 
With a Granum's Inspection, and Doctor's Direction^. 
But not the Specifick, that suits my Complexion : 
The Flower of my Age is full blown in my Face, 
Yet no Man considers, yet no Man considers 
My comfortless Case. 

Young Women were valued, as I have been told, - 
In the late times of Peace, above Mountains of Gold ; 
But now there is Fighting, we are nothing but sliting. 
Few Gallants in Conjugal Matters delighting : 
'Tis a shame that Mankind, should love killing and slaying 
And mind not supplying the stock that's decaying. 

Unlucky Clarinda^ to love in a Season, 

When Mars has forgotten to do Venus Reason ; 

Had I any Hand in Rule and Command, 

I'd certainly make it a Law of the Land : 

That killers of Men, to replenish the Store, 

Be bound to the Wedlock, and made to get more. 

Enacted moreover for better dispatch. 

That where a good Captain meets with an o'ermatcb, 

His honest Lieutenant with Soldier-hke Grace, 

Shall relieve him on Duty, and serve in his Place : 

Thus killers and slayers of able good Men, 

Without beat of Drum may recruit 'em agen. 
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A BALLAD by the late ZonjT DORSET, 
when at Sea. 
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To you fair Ladies now at Land^ 
We Men at Sea indite ; 
But first wou'd have you understand, 

How hard it is to write : .. 
The Muses now, and N^tune too, ,, 
We must implore to write to you ; 
With a Fa la, la, la, la, 
The Muses now, «S^•^. 
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But tho' the Muses shoulcj bejdpd, 

And fill our empty Brain ; 
Yet if rough Neptune czxL^t tfie AWnd, . 

To rbuse iht Azure Main : 
Our Paper, Pens, and Ink and we, . 
Rowl up and down our Ships at Sea, 

With a Fa la, ^c 

Then if we write not by each Post, 
Think not that we're unkind ; . 

Nor yet conclude that we are lost, 
By Dutch^ by French^ or Wind, 

Our grief will find a speedier way, . 

The Tide shall bring them twice a day, 
JVitAaFa/a,kc. 

The King with wonder and surprize. 
Will think the Seas grown bold ; • 

For that the Tide does higher rise. 
Then e'er it did of old : 

But let hini know that 'tis our Tears, . 

Sends floods of Grief to M//<?-Zfe^ Stairs, 
With a Fa lay ^c 

Shou'd Count Thaulouse but come to know, 

Our sad and dismal Story ; 
The French wou'd scorn so weak a Foe, 

Where they can get no Glory : 
For what resistance can they find. 
From Men as left their Hearts behind^ 

With a Fa la, &c. 

To pass our tedious time away. 

We throw the merry Main ; 
Or else at serious Ombra play. 
But why shou'd we in vain, 
Each othefs ruih thus pursue^ 
We were undone when we left you, 
WithaFaldy^c 
Vol. VI. T When 
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When any mournful Tune you hear, 

That dyes in e'eiy Note ; 
As if it sigh'd for each Man's care, 

For being so remote : 
Think then how often Love we've made, 
To you while all those Times were pla/d. 

With a Fa la, 

• Let Wind and Weather do its worst, 

Be you to us but kind ; 
Let French-men Vapour, DtUch-men Curse, 

No Sorrows we shall find : 
*Tis then no matter how things go, 
Nor who's our Friend, nor who our Foe, 

With a Fa la. 

Thus having told you all our Loves, 
And likewise all our Fears ; 

In hopes this Declaration moves, 
Some Pity to our Tears : 

Let's hear of no Inconstancy, 

We have too much of that at Sea, 
V^ith a Fay la, la, la, la. 






Bonny Kathern Loggy. A Scotch Song. 
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A S I came down the hey Land Town, 
^/"V There was Lasses many, 
Sat m a Rank, on either Bank, 

And ene more gay than any ; 
Ise leekt about for ene kind Face, 

And Ise spy'd WiUy Scraggy; 
Ise.spir'd of him what was her Name, 

And he caw'd her Kathern Loggy, 

A sprightly bonny Gurl sha was. 

And made my Heart to rise yoe; 
Sha was so fair sa bhth a Lass, 

And Love was in her Eyes so : 
Ise walkt about Uke ene possest. 

And quite forgot poor Moggy; 
For nothing now could give me rest, 

But bonny Kathern Loggy, 

My pratty Katy then quoth I, 

And many a Sigh I gave her ; 
Let not a Leard for Katy die. 

But take him to great Favoiu: : 
Sha laught aloud, and sa did aw. 

And bad me hemward to ge; 
And still cry'd out awaw, awaw, 

Fro bonny Kathern Loggy, 
T 2 
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A Fardel farther I would see, 

And some began to muse me ; 
The Trasses they, sat wittally, 

And the Lads began to Rooze me : 
The Blades with Beaus came down she knows. 

Like ring Rooks fro Strecy Boggy; 
And four and twanty Highland Lads, 

Were following Kathem Loggy, 

When I did ken this muckle Trame, 

And every ene did know her ; 
I.spir'd of IVilly what they mean, 

Quo he they aw do Mow her : 
There's ne'er a Lass in aw Scotland^ 

From Dundee to Strecy Boggy; 
That has her Fort so bravely Mann'd, 

As bonny Kathem Lpggy* 

At first indeed 1 needs must tell, 

Ise could not well believe it ; 
But when Ise saw how fow they fell, 

Ise could not but conceive it. 
There was ne'er a Lad of any note. 

Or any deaf young Roguey ; 
' But he did lift the welly Coat, 

Of bonny Kathem Loggy. 

Had I kenn'd on Kittleness, 

As I came o'er th^ Moore ^oe: 
Ise had n'er ban as Ise ha dun, 

Nor e'er out-stankt my seln so : 
For I was then so stankt with stint, 

I spurr'd my aw'd Nagg Fogey; 
And had I kenn'd sha had been a Whore, 

I had ne'er Lov^d Kathem Loggy. 
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TT^ Ear Catholickhxo'^tx are you come from the Wars, 
i J So lame of your foots an4 your Face full of Scars ; 
Tbsee your poor Shda who with great grief was fill'd, 
For you my dear Joy when I think you were killed. 
With a. Fa la^ la, 

my shoul my dear Shela^Vva glad you see me, 
For tf I were dead now, I could not see thee ; 
The Cuts in my Body, and the Scars in my Face, 

1 got them in Fighting for Her Majesty's Grace. 

But oh my dear Shela dost thou now love me, 
So well a^ you did, e're I went to the Sei ; 
By Cri — and St. Pa — my dear joy I do. 
And we shall be Married to morrow Just now. 

I'll make a Cabin for my dearest to keep off the Cold, 
And I have a Guinea' of yellow red Gold ; 
To make Three halfs of it I think' will be be^ ^ 
Give Two to my Shda and the Tird'to the Priest, 

Old Philemy my Father was full Fourscore Years old. 
And tho' he be dead he'll be glad to be told ; 
That we Two are Married, my dear spare no cost, 
But send him some Letter, upon the last Post 

Tfu 
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The Triumphs of Peace, or the Widdows 
and Maids Rejoycing. 
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DEAR Mother I am Transported, 
To think of the boon Comrades ; 
They say we shall all be Courted, 
Kind Widows as well as maids, 
Oh 1 this will be joyful News : 
Will dress up our Houses with Holly ^ 

Will broach a Tub of humming Bub, 
To treat those that come with a rub a dub dub. 
For dear Mother they'll make us yolly. 

Dear Mother to see them mounted, 
Twou'd tickle your Heart with Joy ; 

By me they all shall be counted, 
Heroical Sons of Troy : 
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The Bells in the Steeples shall ring, 
Will stick all our Houses with Holly ^ 

Will broach a Tub of humming Bub^ 
To treat those that comes with a rub a dub dub, 
For dear Mother they'll make us "Jolly, 

I'll dress me as fine as a Lady, 
Aga.inst they come into the Town ; 

My Ribbonds are all bought ready. 
My Furbelow-Scarf and Gown : 

To pleasure the Warlike Boys, ' 

Will dress up our HouseSy &c. 

They are delicate brisk and Brawny, 

Troth neither too lean nor fat ; 
No matter for being Tawny, 

They're never the worse for that : 
We'll give them a welcome Home, 
And dress up our Houses y &c 

They come from the Field of Battle, 

To quarter in Ladies Arms ; 
*Tis pretty to hear them Pratde, j 

And tell of their loud Alarms : 
Well Crown them with Garlands gay, 
And dress up our Houses^ &c 

Those boys are the Pride of Britain, ^ 

They love us and so they may ; 
Dear Mother it is but fitting, 

We shou'd be as kind as diey : 
The Conduits shall run with Wine, 
Will dress up our Houses, &c. 

Those battling Sons of Thunder, 

Now at their returning back ; 
I know they will be for Plunder, 

Virginities go to wrack : 
But let them do what they please, 
Will dress up our Houses, &c. 
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A Song. Set and Sung by Mr. Leveridge 
at the Theatre. 
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FILL the Glass, fill, fill, fill the Glass, 
Let Hautboys sound, whilst bright Cdinda^ 
Bright Celinda's HeaUh go round. 
Fill the Qlass^ fill,. fiU^ fill, the Gla^s,! 
Let Hautboys sound> whilst; bright Qdinday 
^ Bright CdindcCs Health goes round. 

With 
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With eternal Beauty blest, ever blooming, 

Ever blooming still be best ; 

Drink your Glass, drink your glass, 

Drink your Glass and think, 

Think, think the rest, 

Drink your Glass and think, 

Think, think the rest 



isiwiPMfiiia^^ 



An IRISH Song. 

T T UB ub, ub, boo ; 
. Jtl: Hub ub, ub, boo ; 
Dish can't be true, 
De War dees cease, 
But der's no Peash, 
I know and find, 
Tis Sheal'd and Sign'd, 
But won't believe 'tis true, . 
Hub, ub, ub, boo. Hub ub, ub, boo. 

A AonCyUhme^ ... 
Poor leagues undone, 
Pdarenotbe,- ^ :• ■^ ■■ 
A Rapparee, 
I ne'er shall see, 
Magraw MtUree^ 
Nor my more dear Garone, 
A hane^ a hone, 

Awa;awa, 
I must huzza, ^ 
'Twill hide my Fears, 
And save my Ears, 
The Mob appears, 
'&if%\i to Nassau^ ' 
t>G3i']0y%sUsgi^baugh, 
Huzza, Huzza, Huzza. ' 

The 
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The Bath Teazers : Or a Comical Descrip- 
tion of the Diversions at Bath. 




^ S E F^Ifg'^lfFl^ ^: 



I'LL tell thee Dick where I have lately been, 
Theris rare doings at Bath, 
Amongst Beauties divine, the like was ne'er seen, 

TTieris rare doings at Bath, 
And some dismal Wits that were eat up with Spleen, 
Theris rare doings at Bath. 
Tluris rare doings at Bath. 
Raffling and Fidling^ and Piping and Singings 
Therms rare doings at BatL 

Where all drink the Waters to recover Health, 
And some sort of Fools there throw oflf their Wealth, 
And now and then Kissing, and that's done by stealdi, 
Therms rare doings^ &c. 

And now for the Crew that pass in the Throng, 
That live by the Gut, or the Pipe, or the Song, 
And teaze all the Gentry as they pass along, 
Therms rare doings^ &c. 

^ FlKt 
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First Corbet began my Lord pray your Crown, 
You'll hear a new Boy I've Just brought to Town, 
I'm sure he will please you, or else knock me down, 
Jluris rare doings, &c. 

Besides I can boast of my self and two more, 
And Leveridge the Bass, that sweetly will roar. 
Till all the whole Audience joins in an ancore. 
Therms rare doings, &c 

Next H—b L—r and B—r too. 
With Hautboy, one Fidle, and Tenor so bleu, 
And fusty old Musick, not one Note ot New, 
Therms rare doings, &c. 

Next Morphew the Harper with his Bigg's Face, 
Lye tickling a Treble and vamping a Bass, 
And all he can do 'tis but Musick's disgrace, 
Therms rare doings, &c. 

Then comes the Eunuch to teaze them the more. 
Subscribe your two Guineas to make up fourscore, 
I never Perform'd at so low rate before. 
Therms rare doings, &c 

Then come the Strolers among the rest, ; 

And little Punch Fowel so full of his Jest, 
With pray Sir, good Madam, it's my Show is best, 
Tkeris rare doings, &c. 

Thus being Tormented, and teaz'd to their Souls, 
They thought the best way to get rid of these Fools, 

The Case 3iey referr'd to the Master of the R^ Is. 

Tker^s rare doings, &c. 

Says his Honour, and then he put on a Frown, 
And since you have left it to my Thoughts alone, 
111 soon have them all whipp'd out of the Town, 
O rare doings at Bath, Raffling^ and Fidling, &c. 

The 
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The Distressed Shepherd, A Song. 
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I Am a poor Shepherd undone, 
And cannot be Cur'd by Art-; 
For a Nymph as bright as the Sun, 

Has stole away my- I^eart t 
And how to get it again, 

There's none but she can tell y 
To ciure me of my Pain, 

By saying she loves me well ; 
And alass poor Shephierd^ 

Alack and a welladay ; 
Before I was in Love, ' * 

Oh every Month wasMzy. 



If 
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If to Love she cou*d not incline, 

I told her I'd die in an Hour ; 
To die says she 'tis in thine, 

But to Love 'tis not in my Power. 
I askt her the fleason why, 

She could iiot of me approve \ 
She said 'twas a Task too hard, 

To give any Reason for Love : 
And alass poor Shepherd^ &c. 

She ask'd me of my Estate, 

I told her a Flock of Sheep ; 
The Grass whereon they Graze, 

Where she and I might Sleep : 
Besides a good Ten Pound, 

In old King Harris Groats ; 
With Hooks and Crooks abound, 

And Birds of sundry Notes : 
And aiasspoor Shepherdyhc. 



A SONG. 

I Love to Madness, rave t'enjoy. 
But heaps of Wealth my Progress bar; 
Curse on the Load that stops my way. 

My Love's more Rich and brighter far : 
Were I prest under Hills of Gold, 

My furious Sighs should make my escape; 
I'd sigh and blow up all the Mould, 
And throw the Osu: in Calia's Lap'J 

Were thou some.Peasj^^t i^ean and sma)l, . 

And all the spacious Globe were mine \ 
I'd give the World, the Siin and all. 

For one kind brighter Glance of thine : 
This Hour let Ccdia with. me hve, 

And Gods cou'd I but of you !borrow, . 
I'd give what only you can give. 

For that dear Hour, I'd give to ntionow. 

T7u 
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The loving Couple: Or the Merry Wedding. 
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A Jolly young Grocer of London Town^ 
£\^ Fell deeply in Love with his Maid : 
And often he courted.her to lye down, 
But she told him she was afraid : 

Sometimes he wotild struggle, 

But still she would Boggle, 
And never consent to his wicked Will ; 

But said he must tarry, 

Uiltil he would marry. 
And then he should have his fill 

3ut when that he found he could not obtain. 

The Blessing he thus pursu'd ; 
]^0r tho' he had try'd her again and again, 
She vow'd she would not be leud : 
At last he submitted, 
To be so outwitted, » 



As 
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As to be catch'd in the Nuptial snare ; 

Altho* the young Hussie, 

Before had been busie, 
With one that she loVd more dear. 

The Morning after they marry'd were, 
The Drums and the Fiddles came ; 
Then oh what a thumping and scraping was there, 
To please the new marr/d Dame : 

There was fiddle come fiddle, 

With hey diddle diddle, 
And all the time that the Musick play'd ; 

There was Kissing and Loving, 

And Heaving and Shoving, 
For fear she should rise a Maid. 

But e'er three Months they had marry'd been, 
A Thumping Boy popp'd out ; 

Ads says he you confounded Queen, 

Why what have you been about ? 

You're a Strumpet cries he, 

You're a Cuckold cries she, 
And when he found he was thus betra/d ; 

There was Fighting and Scratching, 

And Rogueing and Bitching, 
Because she had prov'd a Jade. 



W' 



A Song, Tune of Chickens and Sparrow- 
grass. 
''HAT sayest thou. 
If one should thrust thee thro' ? 
What sayest thou. 
If one shou'd Plough ? 
I say Sir, you may do what you please, 
I shall scarce stir, 
Tho' you ne'er cease, 
Thro', thro', you may thrust m^ thro', 
Such Death is a Pleasure, 
When Life's a Disease. 

The 
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The precaution^ d Nymph, Set by 
L. Ramondon. 
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GO, g6, go, go falsest of thy Sex be gone, 
Leave, leave, oh leave, leave me to my self 
alone; 
Why wou'd you strive by fond pretence, 
Thus to destroy my Innocence. 

Know, Ccslia you too late betrayed, 
Then thus you did the Nymph upbraid ; 
Love like a Dream usher'd by night, 
Plyes the approach of Morning light 

Go falsest of your Sex begone. 
Oh ! Leave me to my self alone j 
She that believes Man when he swears, 
Or but regards his Oaths or Pray'rs, 
May she, fond she, be most accurst, 
Nay more, be subject to his I^ust 

The 
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The Life and Death of Sir H UGH of the 
GRIME. To the Tune ^Ghevy-chace. 

AS it befel upon one time, 
About Mid-summer of the Year j . 
Every Man was taxt of his Crime, 

For stealing the good Lord Bishop's Mare. 

The good Lord Screw sadled a Horse, 

And rid after the same serime ; 
Before he did get over the Moss, 

There was he aware of Sir Hugh of the Grime, * 

Turn, O turn, thou false Trajrtor, 

Turn and yield thy self unto me ; 
Thou hast stol'n the Lord Bishop's Mare, 

And now thinkest away to flee. 

No, soft Lord Screw^ that may not be, . , 

Here is a broad Sword by my side ; 

And if that thou canst Conquer me, 
The Victory will soon be try'd. 

I ne'er was afraid of a Traytor bold, 

Altho' thy Name be Hugh in the Grime; 

I'll make thee repent thy Speeches foul. 
If Day and Life but give me time. 

Then do thy worst, good Lord Screw^ 
And deal your blows as fast as you can ; 

It will be try'd between me and you, 
Which of us two shall be the best Man. 

Thus as they dealt their blows so free. 
And both so Bloody at that time 3 

Over the Moss ten Yeomen they see. 
Come for to take Sir Hugh in the Grime. 

you VI, u Sir 
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Sir Ht^h set his Back again a Tree, 
And then the Men compast him round ; 

His mickle Sword from his Hand did flee, 
And then they brought Sir Hugh to the Ground. 

Sir Ht^h of the Grime now taken is, 
And brought back to Garland Town ; 

Then cry'd the good Wives all in Garland Town, 
Sir Hugh in the Grime^ thou'st ne'er gang down. 

The good Lord Bishop is come to Town, 

And on the Bench is set so high ; 
And every Man was tax*d to his crime, 

At length he caird Sir Hugh in the Grime. 

Here am I, thou false Bishop, 

Thy Humours all to fulfil ; 
I do not think my Fact so great. 

But thou ma/st put into thy own Will. 

The Quest of Jury-Men was calFd, 

The best that was in Garland Town ; 
Eleven of them spoke all in a-breast, 

Sir Hu^ in the Grime thou'st ne'er gang down. 

Then other Questry-men was call'd, 

The best that was in Rumary ; 
Twelve of them spoke all in a-breast, 

Sir Hugh in the Grime thou'st now Guilty. 

Then came down my good Lord Boles^ 

Falling down upon his Knee ; 
Five hundred Pieces of Gold will I give, 

To grant Sir Ht^h in the Grime to me. 

Peace, peace, my good Lord Boles^ 

And of your Speeches set them by ; 
If there be Eleven Grimes all of a Name, 

Then by my own Honour they all should dye. 

Then 
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Then came down my good Lady Ward^ 

Falling low upon her Knee ; 
Five hundred Measures of Gold 1*11 give, 

And grant Sir Hugh of the Grime to me. 

Peace, peace, my good Lady Ward, 

None of your proffers shall him buy, 
For if there be Twelve Grimes all of a Name, 

By my own Honour all should dye. 

Sir Hugh of the Grimes condemned to dye, 

And of his Friends he had no lack ; 
Fourteen Foot he leapt in his Ward, 

His Hands bound fast upon his Back. 

Then he looked over his left Shoulder, 
To see whom he could see or *spye ; 

There was he aware of his Father dear, 
Came tearing his Hair most pitifully. 

Peace, peace, my Father dear. 

And of your Speeches set them by ; 
Tho* they have bereaved me of my Life, 

They cannot bereave me of Heaven so high. 

He look'd over his right Shoulder, 

To see whom he could see or *spye ; 
There was he aware of his Mother dear. 

Came tearing her Hair most pitifully. 

Pray have me remember'd to /^ggy my Wife, 
As she and I walk'd over the Moor ; 

She was the cause of the loss of my Life, 
And with the old Bishop she pla/d the Whore. 

Here Johnny Armstrongs take thou my Sword ; 

That is made of the metal so fine ; 
And when thou com'st to the Border side. 

Remember the Death of Sir Hugh of the Grime, 
u 2 The 
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The disappointed Taylor : Or good Work 
done for Nothing. 
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A Taylor good Lord, in the Time of Vacation, 
When Cabbage was scarce and when Pocket 
was low, 
For the Sale of good Liquor pretended a Passion, 

To one that sold Ale in a Cuckoldy Row ; 
Now a Louse made him Itch, 
Here a Scratch, there a Stitch, 

And sing Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 

One Day she came up, when at Work in his Garret, 

To tell what he Ow'd, that his Store he might know ; 
Says he it is all very right I declare it. 
Says she tlien I hope you will pay e'er I go ? 
Now a Louse, &*c. 

Says 
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Says Prick-Louse my Jewel, I love you most dearly, 
My Breast every Minute still hotter does grow, 

I'll only says she for the Juice of my Barly, 
And other good Drink in my Cellar below : 

Now a Louse riiade him Itch, 
Here a Scratch, there a Stitch, 

And sing Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 

Says he you mistake, 'tis for something that's better, 
Which I dare not Name, and you care not to show ; 

Says she Tm afraid you are given to flatter. 
What is it you Mean, and pray where does it grow : 
Now a Louse, &^c. 

Says he 'tis a Thing that has never a handle, 
Tis hid in the Dark, and it lies pretty low ; 

Says she then I fear that you must have a Candle, 
Or else the wrong way you may happen to go : 
Now a Louse, 6-r. 

Says he was it darker than ever was Charcole, 
Tho' I never was there, yet the way do I know ; 

Says she if it be such a terrible dark Hole, 
Don't offer to Grope out your way to it so : 
Now a Louse, dfc. 

Says he you shall see I will quickly be at it, 
For this is, oh this is the way that I'll go ; 

Says she do not tousle me so for I hate it, 
I vow by and by you will make me cry oh : 

So they both went to work, 
Now a Kiss, then a Jirk, 
And sing Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 

The Taylor arose when the business was over, 

Says he you will rub out the Score e'er you go ; 
Says she I shall not pay so dear for a Lover, 

I'm not such a Fool I would have you to know : 
Now a Louse made him Itch, 

Here a Scratch there a Stitch, 

And sing Cucumter, Cucumber ho. 

The 
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The Penurious Quaker : Or, the High 
prizd Harlot. 
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Quaker, 



M. 



Y Friend thy Beauty seemeth good, 
We Righteous have our failings ; 
lesh and Blood, methinks I cou'd, 
Wert thou but free from Ailings. 



Harlot Believe me Sir I'm newly broach'd, 
And never have been in yet ; 
I vow and swear I ne'er was touch'd, 
By Man 'till this day sennight. 

Quaker, Then prithee Friend, now prithee do, 
Nay, let us not defer it ; 
And I'll be kind to thee when thou 
Hast laid the Evil Spirit. 



Har^ 



y Google 



P I L L s A? Purge Melancholy. 295 

Harlot, I vow I won't, indeed I shan't, 
Unless I've Money first, Sir; 
For if I ever trust a Saint, 
I wish I may be curst. Sir. 

Quaker, I cannot like the Wicked say, 
I Love thee and Adore thee. 
And therefore thou wilt make me pay, 
So here is Six pence for thee. 

Harlot, Confound you for a stin^ flZSBtg, 
Do ye think I live by Stealing ; 
Farewel you Puritannick Prig, 
I scorn to take your Shilling. 



A Song. Tune of the Old Rigadoon : 

LAIS when you 
Lye wrapp'd in Charms, 
In your Spouses Arms, 
How can you deny, 
The Youth to try, 
What is his due. 

Sure you ne'er have 

Been touch'd by Man, 

That you ne'er can, 
Admit the Slave. 

Come let him in, 

And if he does 

Not pay what he owes. 
Ne'er trust the Fool again. 

Let another Spark supply his Place, 

For a Woman should not want ; 
And Nature sure ne'er made a Man so base, 

, But with asking he would grant : 
But if all Mankind were agreed to spoil your Race, 
By Jove my Dear they shan't 

77u 
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The travelling Tinker, and the Country 
Ale- Wife ; Or^ the lucky Mending of 
the leaky Copper. 

* 
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A Comely Dame of Islington^ 

Jr\^ Had got a leaky Copper ; 

The Hole that let the Liquor nm, 

Was wanting of a Stopper : 
A Jolly 7i>?^ undertook, . 

And promised her most fairly \ 
With a thump thump thump, and knick knack knock, 

To do her Business rarely 

He tum'd the Vessel to the Ground, 

Sa)rs he a good old Copper ; 
But well ma/t Leak, for I have found 

A Hole in*t that's a whopper t 
But never doiibt a Tinkers stroke, 

Altho' he's black and siu*ly,' 
With a thump thump thump, 6-r. 

Hell do your* Business purely. 

The 
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The Man of Mettle open'd wide, 

His Budget's mouth to please her, 
Says he this Tool we oft emplo/d, 

About such Jobbs as these are : 
With that the Jolly Tinker took,' 

A Stroke or two most kindly ; 
With a thump thump thump, 6-r. 

He did her Business finely. 
As soon as Crock had done the Feat, 

He cry*d 'tis very hot ho ; 
This' thrifty Labour makes me Sweat, 

Here, gi's a cooling Pot ho : 
Says she bestow the other Stroke, 

Before you take yoiir Farewel ; 
With a thump thump thump, 6-r. ' 

And you may drink a Barrel. 



A SONG. Set by Mr. John Abell. 

I'LL press, 111 bless thee Charming fair, 
Thou barjing of my Heart ; 
I'll pre^s, I'nt)less thee Chatming fair, 

Thou darling of my Heart : 
I'll clasp, I'll grasp .thee clpsje my.Dear, . 
r \ And Doat on every Part 

111 clasp, I'll grasp thee close my Dear, 

And Doat on ever}' Part ! 
I'll bless thee now thou Darling, 
" . Thou Darling of my Heart j 
I'll bless thee no\^, 6^r. 

With fond excess of Pleasure, 

I'll make the Panting cry, Panting cry ; 
Then wisely use your Treasure, 
Then, wisely use your Treasure, 

Refusing, still comply. 
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A Song. 
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WHAT shall I do, IVe lost my Heart, 
'Tis gone, 'tis gone I know not whither ; 
Love cut its strings, 
Then lent it Wings 
And both are flown together : 
Fair Ladies tell for Love's sweet sake, 
Did any of you find it ? 

Come, come it lies, 
In your Lips or Eyes, 
Tho' you'll not please to mind it 

But ift be lost. 

Then farewel Frost, 
I will enquire no more ; 

For Ladies they 

Steal Hearts away, 
But only to restore : 

For Ladies they^ &a 

Tune, si voir epousa. 

CHLORIS, can you 
Forgive the fault that I have done ; 
Chloris can you 
Forgive me when I sue, 
FaiSi it is true. 

That had you let me farther gone, 
I had ruin'd you, 
And mischieVd my self too : 
Yet I ne'er should 
Have ventur'd on a Maid so Chast, 
Had not your Eye, 
Shot thro' my Soul, 
And conjur'd all the Sense away, 
That there did lye. 

Lumps 
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Lumps of PUDDING. 
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What she 



"HEN I was in the low Coiintry, 

When I was in the low Country ; 
slices of Pudding and pieces of Bread, 
My Mother gave me when I was in need- 

My Mother she killed a good fat Hog, 

She made such Puddings would choak a Dog ; 

And I shall ne'er forget 'till I dee, 

What lumps of Pudding my Mother gave me. 

She hiing them up upon a Pin, 
The Fat run out and the Maggots crept in ; 
If you won't believe me you may go and see, 
What lumps, &>€. 

And every Day my Mother would cry, 
Come stuff your Belly Girl until you die 5 
'Twou'd make you to laugh if you were to see, 
What lumps, (5k^. 

I no sooner at Night was got into Bed, . 
But she all in kindness would come witlji speed ; 
She gave me such parcels I thought I should dee, 
With eating of Pudding, 6-r. 



At 
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At last I Rambled abroad and then, 
I met in my Frolick an honest Man ; 
Quoth he my dear Philli Til give unto thee, 
Such Pudding you never did see. 

Said I honest Man, I thank thee most kind, 
And as he told me indeed I did find ; 
He gave me a lump which did so agree. 
One bit was worth all my Mother gave me. 




The QUAKER'S Song. 
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T T TALK up to Virtue Strait, 

V V -^^^ ^^°™ ^ ^^^^ retire ; 
Turn not on this Hand nor on that. 
To compass thy Desire. 

Side not with wicked ones, 
Nor such as are Prophane ; 

But side with good and goodly ones, 
That come from Amsterdam, 

Arm not thy self with Pride, 
That's not the way to Bliss ; 

But Arm thy self with holy Zeal, 
And take this loving Kiss. 
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A SONG. 
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LORENZO you amuse the Town, 
And with your Charms undo, Sir ; 
Laurinda can resist a Frown, 

But must not be from you, Sir : 
You make them all resign their Hearts, 

And fix their Eyes a gazing ; 
The Porcupine has not more Darts, 
From every part amazing. 

You Bill and Cooe when you are kind, 

And happ/s the Nymph believes you ; 
You are true, but you are not Blind, 

For never a Nymph deceives you ; 
Tho* she were naught, you'll ne'er be caught, 

But still have your Wits about you ; 
You're a Hero, and you have Fought, 

There's ne'er a Hector can flout you. 

You are good, and you are bad. 

And you can be what you please. Sir ; 

You are an honest trusty Lad, 
And I'll Wager ne'er had the Disease, Sir : 



The 
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Then here's to you, a Glass or two, 
For farther I dare not venture ; 

And then my Dear I bid thee adieu, 
For I must be now a Dissenter. 



A Song. 
Tune of 0\i ! how Happy's he. Pag. 104. 

AH ! how happ)r's he, 
Lives from drinking free, 
v^an enjoy his Humour, Paper and his^Pen ; 
Nor ensnar'd with Wine, 
Or some Whores design. 
But in harmless Sonnets thinking does ever mend ; 
Prigs shall never vex him, 
Pox shall ne'er perplex him, 
If his Pocket's full, sits down and counts his Joy ; 
If it be not so. 
Takes a Tune or two, 
'Till by wise Content, his trouble does destroy. 

When a Monarch reels. 

He his Thoughts conceals, 
Whether !l3!llj)ig or Tory y never does express ; 

With a sober Dose 

Of Cqffise funks his Nose, 
And reading all the News does leave the World to 
guess : 

But when his Noddle's full, 

O then he hugs his Soul, 
And homeward flush'd with Joy does trudge apace. 

When on Pillow laid. 

Then with Mind displa/d 
Argues with hunself the Queen and Nation's Case. 

A 
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A Song. 
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HAD I but LQve,. 
I'd quit all Treasure, 
Had I but Love, 
I'd Envy none above ; 
Camp and Court, 
Have no such Plea^pe ; 
Camp and Court, 
Have both such pretty Sport. 

Wb. Let me alone, let n^^ alone, 
Says the Fool, 
Or I'll cry ou^ Sir ; 
Man. Prithee do, prithee do, 
With all my Soul, 
Rut you shan't stir. 



Such 
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Suchis Leve, 

And such is living, 

Such is Love, 

And such was ini^ity ^ove : 

Qod&^nd Kings, 

Have both been contriving, 

Gods and Kings, 

To catch»ihese pretty tbing3. 

Wo^ Let me go, what d'ye do, prayforbew, 

Alass I cannot bear it ; 
Man. .Hold yoiir Xcwigue, \ioii 

Never fear you peevish Ghit. 




A Sx)NG. S^tby Mr. FJRANIC. 

LOVE'S J^assion never knew 'till this, 
A btissful Happiness like mioQ ; 
Joy now. Gmlia eroiras mywish, 
And C«//V/-both-otir Hearts does joyn : 
With Joy now Calia crowns my wish, 
And Ci^^ii/ both our He*ts do£S jqyn. 

Whene'er our Hearts dirt fiery Beams, 
Fierce as the pangs of our Desires ; 

The meeting Glances vkindleJatnes 
More pure than, fan^^yed fir^s : 

Tlien CcUia let's.no Flexure want, 
^ To perfect the most happy Sta,te ; 

The bliss you/ear t00}S0Qn .to graiit, 
You!ll rather.tbiok enjoyed tOQ.j^. 
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CjElia be not too complying, 
Ease not soon a Lovers pain ; 
Love increases by denying, 

Soon we leave what soon we gain. 
Cselia be not too complying^ &c. 

If in Courtship you're delighting, 
And wou'd no Adorer loose ; 

Let your looks be still inviting, 
But your Vertue still refuse. 

Let your looks be still inviting^ &a 
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A Song. Set by Mr. ABELL. 
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A Little Love may prove a Pleasure, ' 
A\ Too great a Passion is a Pain ; 
When we our Flame by reason measure, , 

Blest is our Fate, and light our Chain : 
Who then would long a Slave remain ? 

True Hearts are like a Fairy Treasure, 
Talk'd of, but ever sought in vain ; 

A little Love may prove a Pleasure, 
Too great.a Passion is a Pain. 
X 2 
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WHEN first I lay'd Siege to my Chloris^ 
\Vhen first I lay'd Siege to my Chlaris ; 
Cannon Oaths J brought down, 
To batter the Town, 
And boom'd her with amorous Stories. 

Billet deux like small Shot did so ply her, 
Billet deux like small Shot did so ply her \ 

And sometimes a Song, 

Went whistling along, 
♦Yet still I was never the nigher. 

At length she sent Word by a Trumpet, 
At length she sent Word by a Trumpet, 

That ifllik'd the Life, 

She would be my Wife, 
But she would be no Man's Strumpet 

I told her that Mars wou'd ne'er Marry, 
I told her that Mars wou'd ne'er Many ; 

I swore by my Scars, 

Got in Combates and Wars, 
That I'd rather dig Stones in a.Quairy. 

At length she granted the 'Favour, 
At length she granted the Favour ; 

With the diill Curse, ' 

For bettiei* f6r worse, 
And saved the ParsOn the Labour. 
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WHY alas do you now leave roe, 
You wha voVd a Love so true ; 
Can you hope whilst you deceive me, 

Others will be just to you ? 
Oh you know what you forsake^ 
You're pursuing. 
My undoing, 
But you Imow not what you take. 

Is your fit ofl^assion oypr, 

Will you Kill me dear unkind ; 
Is your Heart, then such aRpyer, 

As no; Vows, no OathSr.can biAd : 
Hear at lea$t my, last adieu, . 
See Kfte lying, 
See mtdyingy, 
And.remember 'tis fof you,- 
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WHEN Beauty such as yours has mov'd desires^ 
A kind return, a kind return, 
Should raise the glowing Fires ; 

But tho* you hate me, I am still 
Devoted wholly to your Will : 
Not all your Frowns can quench my Flame, 
My Love is something more than Name, 
And as it ought, will ever, ever be the same. 

A 
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^ Song. Set by Mr. ^KhUYi. 
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O EE bleeding at your Feet there lies, 

^ One murdered by Disdain ; 

That Heart you wounded with your Eyes, 

Is by your Rigour siain : 
Expiring now I cannot live, 

Death no delay will brook, 
Unless some pitying word you give, 

Or kind relenting Look, 
. Or kind relenting Look,. 



For 
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For then from Fate by Rapture boniy 

And taken from your Anns ; . 
The Heart thus rescued from your Scorn, 
, m offer to your Charms : 

Ibve's eager Rites, I'lt then pursue 

And Sacrifidng dye ; 
Altar and Beauteous Goddess you. 

And PriesVai»i Victim. 

The good Fellow's Resolve : Tune as May 
was in heryouthful Dress* Vol, 3. P. 199- 

TSLTOWI^na resolv'dio Love no more, 
1 ^ But Sleep by Night, and Drink by Day ; 
Your Coyoess ChhrU pray £^ve o'ec, 

And 'turn your tempting. Eyes away;: 
IJU place nxj happincss^of mine,". 

On fading Beauty still to court ; 
And say she's glorious and divine. 

When .there's in-Dnnking>belt«rsp^^: 

live has no more Prerogative^ 

To make me desperate Courses take ; 
Nor me of Bacchus Joys deprive, 

Forthenrl Venus ynMioi^^\iti 
Despise thef (feeble ^^ts she. lays,- 

And scorn the Man she can o'ercome ; 
In Drinking we see happy Days, 

But in a fruitless-Passion none. 

Tis Wine alone that cbeers^thefSoul, 

9ttt'Love'and'W6nienim«ke<us sad i . 
I'm merry while I court the Biwl, 

Whilst he that Courts his Madam's mad^ 
Then fill it up Boys t6»th« brim, 

Since in at we rfcfreshment find ; > 
Come here's a Bumper unto him. 

That courts good Wuie». not. Womai^kind. 
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A Song. Sa b^,Mr. FRANK. 
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WHEN craffy Powlere would surprize; 
The harmonious Lark that soars on high 
It is byglanekig-iahis £yes/. 

The Sun-shit^. :Rarys /Which draws h^nmigh^ 
// is by, &c. 

Charmed with Reflections from the Glase, 

He flies with eager hasty speed:; 
Ceasing the Musick of his Lays, 

Into the Net^ the Fowler spread: 

So when Clemdia would obtain, 
The Prey her Fancy inost' desires ^ 

She spreads hef Dress like Nets in vain, 
And all her Youthful gay attires.- 

'Till watching Opportunity, 

She throws anrAmorous charminj; Glance,- 
Then to her Net the Youth does flie^ 

And lies entangled in a.Trance. 
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T) CASTING Fops who court the Fair, 
\j For the Fame of being lov'd ; 
You who daily prating are 

Of the Hearts your Charms have mov'd,, 
Still be vain in talk and dress, 

But while Shadows you pursue ; 
Own that some who boast it less, 

May be blest as much as you. 

Love and Birding are AUy'd, 

Baits and Nets alike they have ; 
The same Arts in both are try'd, 

The unwary to inslave; 
If in each you'd happy prove, 

Without Noise still watch your way ; 
For in Birding and in Love, 

While we talk it flies away. 
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A Song. 

UST Love, that Tyrant of the Breast, 
Have all our Songs, have all our Hours ; 
[li^ he alone disturbs our Rest, 
And with his Cares our Hearts devours. 
And with his Cares our Hearts devours : 
No more let's blame ignoble Souls, 
Who doat on Arbitrary Powers ; 
Since cruel Love our Wills controuls. 

Yet all the World, yet all the World the Toy adores. 

For shame let's break the feeble Bonds, 

And our old Liberty regain ; 
Love against Reason seldom stands. 

Whenever that sways, its Power is vain : 
When Man the prize of Freedom knows, 

Cupid is easily out-brav'd ; 
The Bug-bear only conquers those. 

Who fondly seek to be enslav'd. 

The Woman's Complaint to her Neighbour. 
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GOOD morron^ Gossip yoan^ 
Where have you been a Walking ? •• 
I have for you atHo^e, 
A Budget full of Talking, 

Gossip yoan. 
My Sparrow's flown away. 

And will no more come to me ; 
I've broke a Glass to Day, 
The Price will quite undo me. 

Gossip yoan. 
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I'ye lost a Harry Groat, 

Was left me by my Granny ; 
I cannot 'find it out, 

I've search'd in every Cranny, 

Gossip ^tHxn. 
My Goose has laid away, 

I know n6t what's the Reason^ 
My Hen has hatch'd to Day, 

A Week befbre the Season, 

Gossip yoan. 
I've I6st my Wedding-Ring, 

That was made of Silver gih ; 
I had Drink would please a King, 

And the whnrisbCat has spdl'd it, 

Gos^p y<Hmi 
My Du^ has eat a Snail, 

And is not that a Wonder;; 
The HORNS bud out at Tail, 

And have spUt her Rump asunder, 

Viy Pocket is cut pfl^ 
That was full of Suga^ca^dy^ 

Icannot stop n^ Cough, 
Without a Gffl of Brandyy . 

Gossip y^oafu 

I am sick at Heart, 

Therefore, pray give me some Ginger .5 . 

1 cannot Sneeze or Fart, 
Therefore pray put in JPlnger, 

Gossip yoan. 
Opitty,.pittjf roe^'. . 

Or I shall go Distracted; 
I have cry'd 't^Jrl can't. see,* . 

To djiioi;^ how things are acted, 

Lefs to thfe Alejiottse g^. 

And wash down? all my Sorrow ; 
My Griefi? you. there .shall know, 

A3id,i¥e!U}meet again to morrow, 

Gossip yoofu 
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A Song, Set by il/r. Jen?Clark. 
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T 'M vext to think that 2><?«<;»-woq«s me, 
J[ Who with Sighs and Tears pursues me ; 
He still whining and repinirig, 

Of my Rigour does complain : 
I'd not see him, yet wou*d free him, 

And my self, my s(ilf from pain ; 
ril enjoy him, and so cloy him. 

Love cures Love, more, moref than Disdain. 
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CLaspt in my dear Melinda^s Arms, 
Soft engaging, oh how she Charms ; 
Graces more divine. 
In her Person shine. 
Then Venus self cou'd ever boast 

In the softest Moments of Love, 
Meltingi Panting, oh how she moves ; 
Come, come, come my Dear, 
Now we've nought to fear. 
Mortal sure was never so blest, 
Come, come, come, &»c. 

Pray don't trifle, my dearest forbear, 

I shall die with Transports I fear ; 

Clasp me fast my Life, 

'Twill more Pleasure give. 

Both our stocks of Love let's Joyn, 

Clasp me, ^c. 

Now our Souls are charm'd in Bliss, 

Raptures flow from every Kiss ; 

Words cannot reveal. 

The fierce Joys I feel, 

Tis too much to bear and live, 

Words cannot, 6v. 
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A SoNGy tn^Ae Vhcy caird the Ladies. Fine 
Aires : Sung by Mr. Pack, in the Figure 
of a Bawd. Set by Mr. Barrett. 




HOW happy are we, 
Who from thinking are free, 
That curbing Disease o'the Mind : 
Can indulge every Tast, 
Love where we like best, 
Not by dull Reputation confin'd 

When we're young fit to toy, 

Gay Delights we enjoy, 

And have crowds of new Lovers wooing ; 

When we're old and deca/d, 

We procure for the Trade, 

Still in eVry Age we're doing. 

If a Cully we meet, 

We spend what we get, 

E'ery day for the next never think : 

When \A e dye where we go. 

We have no Sense to know^ 

For a Bawd always dyes in her drink. 



y Google 



320 P I L r s /^ Purge Mdcmckoly. 
A Song. Sd.by Mk FORCER. 




FArewel my useless Scrip, 
And poor unheieded Flofcls ; 
No more you'll round me trip, 

Nor cloath me with your' Ix)eks : 
Feed by yon pttrling Stream, 

Where ^<?<r>^y, .where ^k^^)^. first I knew : 
I only think,! only think^^ only think on him, 
I cannot, qsmno^- c^pQt think .on; you. 

Farewel each Shjspherdes^s, 

The bonny Lads adieu ; 
May each his Wish posses^ 

And to that Wish be true : 
Your Oaten Pipes cou'd -pleasei 

But y^i^o^rtiien'wafif kind; 
Your bonny Tunes may cease. 

The Lad has changed his'^ind. 
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A Song. Sei by Air. FRANK. 
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T7 RE Phiilis with her looks <}id kill, 
tjj My Heart resisting. , 
My Heart resisting them was ill ; 
Now in its VVounds it finds a Cure, 
When most they bleed, I least eridui^e.' 

For tho' /t» Death those looks to meet, 
There's Life in dying at her feet ; 
Kill i%i7//f then, kin with your Eyes, 
If you let ^trephon live he dyes. 

VDI. VI. Y 
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A Song. Set by Mr. KING. 
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"XT OT your Eyes Mdania move me, 
J^^ Not your flowring Charms or Wit ; 
Not your daily Vows to love me, 

Make my easy Soul submit. 
Shape nor Dress can never sway me, 

Nor the softest looks betray me \ 
Shape nor Face can never sway me, 

Nor the softest looks betray me. 

But your Mind, my Dear, subdues me, . 

Where a thousand Graces shine ; 
Goodness, Love, and Honour nioves me, 

And my Passion's all Divine. 
Goodness as a boundless Treasure, 

Yields the purest sweetest pleasure. 
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A Song. 
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THEN come kind Damon^ come away, 
To Cynthids power advance : 
The Sylvians they shall pipe and play, 
And we'll lead up, and we'll lead up, 
And we'll lead up the Dance : 

The Sylvians they shall pipe and play, 
And well leiid up, and we'll lead up, 

And we'll lead up the Dance ; 
The Sylvians they, 6-^. 

Smile then with a Beam Divine, 

We'll be blest if you but shine ; 
Happy then our Pains and Toils, .: 

Wit only lives when Beauty smiles : 

Y a Happy 
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Happy then our Pains and Toils, 
Wit only lives, WlV only lives, 

When Beauty smiles; 

^ Wt only lives, ^c: .: _ , 

The ^oldier^ return from thr War^.ur tHe^ 
Maids and Widdews Rejayting, TuHt> 
Pa^e,2*j%. , ' 

yV Tthe Change as- 1 was wafting^ , r^ ' "" 

jr\. I hcai4a fiiscourse of Peace> 

The People all were z. Talking, " ^ 

That die tedious Wars will cease : .. 

And if it do prove but true,. ^ 

The Maids will nin out of dieir. Housea; 
To see the Troopers ^U come HonUy 
And the Grehadiers^ with their Drum cTDrUm j^rumj 

7%en the Widdows shall all hasje Spoum^ 

. TlTie Scarlet colotir is fine, Sir, 
, All others it doth excel ; * . 

The Trooper has a Garbing; Siti: 

That wul please the Maid^is well': - 

And when it is Cock'd and Prim'd, Sir, 
The Maids will run out of their Houses, 

To see the Troopiri come comceo^iy &6. 

There's IFoah, and Bkty^ zxid Nelty; . * , 

And the rest of the Female Crew;. 
Each has an Itch in her Belly, 

To play with the Scarlet hue : , 
And Margaret too must be peeping. 

To see the TYoopers, &c. 

The Landladys are preparing, 

Her Maids are shifting their Smocks ; 
Each swears she'll buy her a Fairings 

And opens, her C/*«i/«Mrx-A?jPV 
She'll give it aU to the Red-cbats^ - 

When as the Troopers, &c 

ytnny 
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yenny she lov'd a Trooper, 
. ;AndJ8he-sh6w?d h^ alllier Gear; 
Doll has tum'd off the Cooper, 

, , :And now-fo? a-^re»«iief ^ ., ^ - 

!His ^hand pi^giigklc^s. tlfcj . m please hef, 

Old musty MaidjL that have Money, 
--^^' Although. np Teetii rj|i-the^^He?ids ; 

yli^y^h^ve a Bitfor.tiyi^^ 
~ -To^irleasuretheiir ill their Beds: 

Their Hearts will turn to the Red;<x)ats, 

J TW!W^d(fow9 now a?^ 

And iiave thrown Aeir Pe^s aside ; 
For they have been us'd to stinging; 

^ Wim a^tii£Troop€rs>i^<^' --'■-"' 

Wives and Widdows and Maidens, 
\- I'm iSHireL;this^N£wyjBBtikplea3e ye j - : .^ 
If ;aiiy with iMai4en-%adS:laiSen^ ; - ' 
~ nirRed'-ebats they will ease ye : 
Then all prepare to be happy, 
- Tif^seetheTrefiptrid^fem 



A Song. Tune of Old Boree. 

V,^^ About the fi^x% of Lixvinfe. r ' 

Let a mutual Kiss our Cares and Fears beguile, 

;Far distant from this Gr6ve: ' 
Let's pass our Time ki Mirth away, 

Now we're remov'd frbm-the h6isy, noisy Court ; 
Now we're got out of the storaiySea, 

Into the safer-Port ^ ...... 
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A Song. Set by Mr. Damascene. 
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T X THO can Dorinda^s Beauty view, 
V V And not her Captive be ; . 
Apollo^ Daphne did pursue, 

Embraced the Maid, though chang'd to a Tree : 
If God's could love at such a rate, 

Poor Mortals must adore : 
Darindcis Merit is as great ; 

'Tis just, 'tis just to love her .more. 
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A Hymn upon the Execution of two 
Criminals, by Mr. Ramondon. 
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ALL you that must take a leap in the Dark, 
Pity the Fate oi Lawson and Clark; 
Cheated by Hope, by Mercy amus*d, 
Betrayed by the sinful ways we us'd : 
Cropped in our Prime of Strength and Youth, 
Who can but weep at so sad a Truth ; 
Cropfd in our Prime, &c. 

Once 
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Once we thought 'twould never be Night, 
But now alass 'twill never be light ; 
Heavenly mercy shine on our Souls, _ . 
Deatk draws near, \izx\y S^iUchres Bell Toles : 
Nature is stronger in Youth than in Age, 

• Grant lis th^ i^int Xord GrieF to assuage : 

Courses pf Evil l>r6ught4is*»1ko this, • 

Sinful Pleasure, deceitful Bliss : 
We ne*er should have cause so much to repent, 
. Could we with our CaWhgs haive been but Cphteiit:: 
The Snaffes of WAe%anid WpmenJ fair, 
First were the cause that we now fiespair. 

You that now view our fatal End, 
; Wam'd by pur Case your C^>nidge; mend ; 
.Soon or laftegrim Death will come, 

* Who'd' not fjrepare ifor a c^rtatin I>DOtn : 
Span long Life with lifeless Joys, 
vSliat's in this Woridfeptc«e suid noise. 

Y6ut}i, tho' most . bl^st l)y being so, 
As vast thy joy, as great fB^ Woe; 
Ev'ry Sin that gives Delight, 
Will in the end the Soul affright : 
' 'Tis hot thy Yoi^tTi, tTiy Weaftli lior Strebgt^ 
Can add to Life one Moijie^^^^^^ - 

God is as Merciful i& Just, 

Cleanse our Hearts, since die we must : 

Sweet TemptatronB of worldly Jpys; 

Makes for out Grief, knd out Peace d^sitroys. 

Think . then ,when^ Man His Race Has* niii,' 

Death is the Prize which he has won. 

Sure there's npne so abi^rd and.odd, v 
To think with the Fool there' is' no -God; 
What is't w0 fear when Death we lireeft, 
Where't not t' account at the'Jiidgment-Seat: 
That Providence we iix\di each Hour, 
Proves a supernatural Power ; 

In Mercy open thy. bright Abode, 
Receive our Souls tremendous God. 

The 
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The British Accquntant. 
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YOt5 i>a<iies jra^^ hfeat;^I^<ian tell ybu-good News, 
If you please to. give Ear, or ?lf e ypu ipay Choose ; 
Oidi British Acc(mntanf't\)^l^il^id)^^^^ 
Who does wondrous Feiate^y: flie Kule of Three. 

AdditioHy D^ian, and 'Oliher Iscith cKules, ^ ' 
1*11 leave to be us'dbpyQarjSteriljilingrlFooiij; 
This Art is, Improv'diunt^osaohk D^gfee, • r 
That he manages allfi)ytthfl Riileiof There^ • 

You Dames, that^are ^^4-^bOiCfjn 4?[^^k(e.it,appear, 
That you los^ an Estate for .waiii 9I an .fefeir : - 
This Acfq^ntantyr}^c^ !^^j^ .^.9^> 

And warrants a Boy hy^Hi^ ^^ pif Jh^ee. ... 

Is the WiddbWtf\stfeSk'4%rthe ld!sd,df^ Spouse, 
Tho' to have him'a^aih^ishfe'ti^s'nibt a^Lous6 ; 
Her Wants he supplys ,jv{iatso<?yer they be, 
And all by his' Art in' the ^filule 6f Three. ^ 

]>o you Dream. in the Night iind. fret at yoi;r<Fale, 
For want of, the Manvwhen.yooihappen to'wakei; 
You may presetttiyikendtknicrisatis^d be,' 
ThathePapifies^all byitha^iui^iDfThfee^ < 

You 
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You Ladies who are with a Husband unblest, 
And are minded to make him a delicate Beast ; 
He'll fix the Brow-antlers just where they should be. 
And all by his Art in the Rule of Three. 

You Lasses at large of the true Female Race, 
Who are glad of the Men who will lye on their Face ; 
Do but try the bold Brittany you all will agree, 
That you never did know such a Rule of Three. 




A Song. Set by Mr. FRANK. 

THE Night is come that will allow, 
No longer any Coyness now, 
But every freedom must to Love be given ; 
What tho' the Shadows of the Night, 
Withdraw her Beauty from^his s^ht. 
The Yputb another way, another way, 
Another way will find his Heav'h. 

See, see the charming Nyriiph is la/d. 

Never again to rise a Maid, 
The vigorous Bridegroom noV iinpatient grown ; 

Thrown himself by her side. 

With eager Joy, and amourous Pride, 
Ready to seize the Prey that's Jiow his own. 

And now that all have left the Place, 
Transporting Joys crowd on apace. 

The Nymph contends like one that would not win ; 
Entrained with Pleasure now she lies, 
The Youth has gain'd the noble Prize, 

And now her Fears are past, and Joys begin. 
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A Song. The Words by Mr. Escourt. 




1^^^^ 



^ iZrv f 



i^JE 



EEFpE^t:-E3 



YOU tell me />«>& you've lately read 
That we are beaten in Spain ; 
But prithee Boy hold up thy Head, 
Well beat 'em twice for it again 
With a Fal la la la la la la la. 

Is this the Courage you us'd to boast^ 

Why thou art quite cast down ; 
You Can reflect on what we've lost, 

But ne'er think what we've won. 
With a Fal, &c. 

What tho' yack Spaniard crack and bounce^ 

He ne'er shall do so again ; 
We took last Year as many Towns, 

As thev have now took Men, 
With a Fal, &c. 

In War and Gaming it is the same, 

According to the old Saying ; 
Who's sure to conquer ev'ry Game, 

Quite loses the Pleasure of playing : 
With a Fal, &c. 
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I think we have a Man of our own, 

A :Man if I may callhini so ; 
For after those great Deeds he has done, 

I^may question if he's so. or no, . 

But now if you wou'd know his Name, 

'Tis yohnny Marlborough; 
-'fte beaten Frenfk has-feit his Fame, 
And so shall the Spaniards too. 
With a Fal, &c 

And since we cannot Justice do, 

To eVry Victoiy; 
In a fuU:GJass pur Zeal let's show. 

To our General's Family, 
With a Faly &c 

For he iias Eight fair 'Daughters, 
And each of tTiem is a Qiarmer ; 

There's Lady RdUtohy Bridgwater,, 

Fine Suhdeftand^ l^sAy^Mount-Hermery 
' With a Fa/, &c. 

The other Four so Charming afe, ' 

They will with Raptureis fill ye'; 
There's Lady Hochstety Schellenbur^hy 

^n^t BtenheiMy and Lady Ramillie, 
With a Fai, 8ic' " ' 

The laest' wefre got so fair and strong, ■ ' 

As in Stbry he*ier'wai told ; " 
Thetftrst Fotit always* wiH be Young, 

And the last will neyer be Old, 
With a Fal, &c. 

At ev'ty Feast, e'er ii^^re' all deceas'd; 

And the^SerVice begins to be hard ; 
*Tis rSutely ybiir Duty^ to* Toast a young Beauty, 
Called Madamtdsel Audehard, 
WithaFaly^c. -^ 

AU 
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All Joy to his Grace, for the ninth of his Race, 

She's as fair as most of the former ; 
But where is that he, dare so impudent be, 

1*0 compare her to Lady Mount-ff^rmer^. 
mthaFaiJ^ ' . ■ ' ■ • ^ 

And now to make thy' Hopes more strong, 
And make you look like a Man ; 
. Aefnenlber that all these belongs ' 

T6 the .'Queen ofGreaf-JsriSr^i/w, - 
mihraJPdii'&c, ..-::.. 

Then prithee 2>r^ hold up thy Head^ 

Altho^ we were beatiOT iii' 4)*^'^ * 

Assure as. ScarfetColoui: is -fedy. 

We'll beat them twice for it again : 
With a Faly &c.. 

: A SONG. . 

■ ■ - - , - t ■ • - 

LET those Youths who iPreedom prize, 
Far from the conquering Sylvia run, 
ir see her killing Eyes, 
Or hear het softreflc^artiting Tongue : 
For such sure Destmctioxii h¥«its, 

On those Djarts-with'^hich she wounds ; 
No shepherd cvec eamescape, ' ^ • ^ ' - * <^ 
But falls if^/e^itf.d^es but FfaroWn. 

Damon to his cost has prov'd. 

All resistance is liut vain ; 
Heaven has form'd her to be lov'd, 

And made her Queen of all the Plain : 
Damon when he s^wl^er Face, 

From her Beauty ^ould have :fled;' 
But the Charmer turn -d her Vdce, ^ 

And with a Song.she struck hi^ deiad 
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A Song, 



^^^^^ ^m. 



^^^^^^ 



^^^Bfe 



^?BESt 



&-•■ 



■&-^ 



fc- 



■#-^^F* 



s 



■XJ^- 




'^^^^^m 



^^^^^^m 



X70UR Melanchol/s all a Folly, 

Y The Peace I'm sure is Sign'd ; 

The French are for't, so is our Court, 

And the Dutch must be inclin'd : 
What is't to us who's King of Spain^ 
So we are Masters of the Main^ 
Our Fleet must always the Trade maintain, 

If we are not Banter'd and Bubbl'd. 

And Cheated and Banter'd dnd Bubbl'd. 

We very well know when Marlborot^h^ 
Did take the Towns in Flanders; 

Twas English-men^ did pay for them, 
Tho' they put in Z^m/^ Commanders ; ^ 



So 
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So that while we were humbling France^ 
Hollands PoWer we did advance, 
And made 'em Great at our expence, 
And so we were Banter'd, ^c. 

We must suppose, the tSifiijis are Foes, 

When Treatys they will Sign a ; 
To give the Dutch so plaguy much, 

And call it the Barrier Line a : 
For how can we Great -ffof^^ Sway, 
Or keep the Ballance every way, 
I fear we shall pay for't another Day> 

For we have been Bantered, 6-r. 

For Liberty, and Propcjrty, ' 

Twas once we us'd to Fight ; 
'Gainst Popery, and Slavery, 

We did it with our Might : 
But now the Taxes make us poor. 
The Emperor may Swear, and roar, 
We neither can nor will do more, . 

For we have been Ba^ter'd, ^c, 

jFanatfcfeft then, are now the Men, 

Who Kingly Pow'r divide ; 
Their Villany to Monarchy, 

'Tis makes 'em France deride : 
If Hollanders wou'd chdose a King, 
As much as now their Praises Sing, 
They wou'd Curse, and Damn, and Fling, 

And cry they were Banter'd, ^c. 

I swear adsnigs, the Canting QBfifjjs, 

Have run their Knavish Race ; 
The Church and Queen, are Flourishing, 

Now they are in Disgtace i 
Great Harly he has set us right. 
And France will banish F&kenite^ 
So we're no more the Holland Bite, 

Nor will we be Banter'd and Bubbl'd, 

And Cheated and B^ter'd and ^ubbl'A 
• 75W 
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The MOHOCKS. A SoiiO. 



^^^^^^ 





r«-f4 




'T^HERE's a nair set dfRakeS; 
I Entitled Moho<hfcS,^ 
Who infest Her Maj€sti^'S4bJ«iet& ] •- 

He who meets 'emat Nigh^' 

Must be ready for ffight, 
Or withstanding he many, a Qiub geti 

In their nightly Patiole; 

They up anjd»dowtf/r6w)^5 
To the 5pdily fear of fth« «MtttloBt ; ' 

Some say they are Gei^Wfe* '•' \5 - 

men, otherwise Simple, . . 
And their Sense like tliW^^eputation, 



Others say that the :Vp?«/ 

Led by Nobl^eii, ?.,, . u 
Tho* to Forreignei«.thisiviB:btil sound ill; 

But let 'em tak^'W^i* . 

How they manage th' Affatjr ; : 
For a Lord may be killed b/'a SeotmdreL 



Some 
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Some count it a Plot, 

And the Lord knows what, 
Contriv'd by the Wk^igi out of Season ; 

But shou'd it be so, 

By the High-Church or Law^ 
Rebellion Was always high Treason* 

Fie, curb the Disgrace, 

Tis imprudent and base, 
Pray tike the advice of a Stranger ; ^ 

But if you go on. 

Like Fools as yeVe done. 
When ye're Hang'd ye'U be quite out of Danger. 



Tune of Joy to the Bridegroom, 

MY Theodora can those Eyes, 
From whence those Glories always shine ! 
ight to every Soul that piys, 
And duly be obscure to mine : 
Give light to every Soul thai pry Sy 
And only be obscure to mine. 

Send out one Beam t' enrich my Soul, 
That doth in Clouds of darkness, roul ; 

And chase away this gloomy Shade, i 
That in my Breast a Hell has made : 

And chase away this gloomy Shctde^ 
That in my Breast a Hell has made^ 

Where fire bums, where Flame is bright, , 
Yet I the Comfort Want of ligllt : 

O shine, then shine upon the Man^ 
That else in Darkness is undone.: , 

shine^ then shine upon the Man^ 
That else in Darhiess is undone. 

YOU vu ' z 
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A Song in Praise of Begging : C?r, the 
Beggars RivaWd. 



^sm^ ^^ 





THO' Begging is an honest Trade, 
Which wealthy Knaves despise ; 
Yet Rich Men may be Beggars made, 

And we that Beg may rise : 
The greatest Kings may be betray'd. 

And lose their SovVaign Power, 
But he that stoops to ask his Bread, 
But he that stoops to ask his Bread, 
Can never fall much lower. 

What lazy Foreigns Swarm'd of late, 
Has spoil'd our Begging-trade ; 

Yet still we live and dnnk good Beer, 
Tho* they our Rights invade : 
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Some say they for Religion fled, 

But wiser People tell us, 
They were forc*d Abroad to seek their Bread, 

For being too Rebellious 

Let heavy Taxes greater grow. 

To make our Army fight ; 
Where 'tis not to be had you know, 

The King must lose his Right : 
Let one side laugh, the other mourn. 

We nothing have to fear ; 
But that great Lords will Beggars be, 

To be as great as we are. '. 

What tho* we make the World believe, 

That we are Sick or lame ; 
'Tis now a Virtue to Deceive, 

Our Teachers do the same : 
In Trade Dissembling is no crime, 

And we may live to see ; 
That Begging in a little time. 

The only Trade will be. 

Tune, Let CAESAR rejoyce. 

4LPH0NZ0,\iyQM^\r, 
Your Heart have resigned ; 
\ care what you do. Sir, 
For a Lover is blind. 

Beware of the Snare, 

That for Lovers is laid : 
Beware of the Fair, 

But more treacherous Maid : 
For when tir'd with the Joy, 

Of a Minutes delight ; 
You'll repent the next Mom, 

What you did over Night, . 

z 2 A 
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A new Ballad, Sung at Messieurs Brook 
and HelHer's Club\ at tkeT^m^X^'Tavern 
in Fleet-Street. 








^m 



4~*—4- 



SINCE Tom's in the Chair, and e'ery one here 
Appears in Gay humour and easie ; 
Say, why shou'd not I, a new Ballad try, 

Bright Brethren o'th' Bottle to please ye. 
This Wine is my Theme, this is all on'S Esteem, 

For Brook and Hdlier cannot wrong us ; 
Let them get Wealth, who keeps us in Health, 

By bringing neat Liquors among us, 
Let them get Wealth, Uc. 

Each Vintner of late, ha3 got an Estate, r 

By Brewing and Sophistication : 
With Syder and Sloes, th^y Ve made a damn*d Dose^ 

Has Poisoned one half of the Natiop : 

But 
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But Hdlier and Brook^ a Method have took, 

To prove them all Scoundrels and Noddys ; 
Arid sheVd us a way which (if we don't stray) 
^ Will save both our Pockets and Bodies. 

This generous Juice, brisk Blood will produce, 

And stupid ones raise to the .bonn/^t : 
Make Poets and Wits, of you that are Cits, 

And'Lawyers (if possible) honest : 
If any are Sick, or find themselves Weak, 

With Symptoms of Gout or the ScuiVy'j . 
Thfs will alone, the Doctor must own, : 

Probatum est Healthy preserve ye. 

Have any here Wives, that lead *em sad lives, 

- For you know what pouting and storming \ 
Then drink of this Wine, and it will incline. 

The weakest to vigVous performing : 
Each Spouse will say then; pr^y go there agen, 

Tho* Money for the reck'ning you bontow ; 
Nay, for so much Bub, here I'll pay your Club, 

So go there agen Dear to morrow. 

Tho' one drinks red Port, another's not for't, 

But chuses Vienna or. White-Wine; . 
Each takes what suits best, his Stomach or Tast, 

Yet e'ery one's sure he drinks right Wine ; 
Thus pledg'd we all sit, and thus we are knit, 

In Friendship together the longer ; 
As Musick in Parts; enlivens our Hearts, 

And renders the Harmony stronger. 

Now God bless the Queen, Peers, Parliament Men, 

And keep 'em like us in true Concprd ; 
And grant that all those, who. dare be her Foes, 

At Tyburn may swing in a strong Cord ; 
We'll Loyalists be, and bravely agree, 

With Lives and Estates to defend Her 5 
So then she'll not cai:e, come Peace or come War, 

For Lewis y the Pope^ or Pretmder. , 

7^ 



y Google 



342 If I L L s A) Purge Melancholy. 
The London PRENTICE. 
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A Worthy London Prentice, 
^/\ Came to his Love by Night ; 
The Candles were lighted, 

The Moon did shine so bright : 
He knocked at the Door, 

To ease him of his Pain ; 
She rose and let him in Love, 

And went to Bed again. 

. He went into the Chamber, 

Where his true Love did lye ; 
She quickly gave consent, 

For to have his Company: 
She quickly gave consent. 

The Neighbours peeping out ; 
So take away your Hand, 

Love let's blow the Candle out 

I would not for a Crown Love, 
My Mistress should it know ; 

1*11 in my Smock step down Love, 
And I'll out the Candle blow ; 
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The Streets they are so nigh, 

And the People walk about ; 
Some may peep in and spy Love, 

Let's blow the Candle out 

My Master and my Mistress, 

Upon the Bed do lye ; 
Injoying one another, 

Why should not you and I : 
My Master kiss'd my Mistress, 

Without any fear or doubt ; 
And well kiss one another, 

Let's blow the Candle out 

1 prithee speak more softly, , 

Of what we have to do ; ^ 
Least that our noise of Talking, 

Should make our Pleasure rue : 
For kissing one another. 

Will make no evil rout ; 
Then let us now be silent, 

And blow the Candle out 

But yet he must be domg, 

He could no longer stay ; 
She strove to blow the Candle out; 

And push'd his Hand away : 
The young Man was so hasty. 

To lay his Arms about ; 
But she cryed I pray Love, 

Let's blow the Candle out. 

As this young Couple sported. 

The Maiden she did blow ; 
But how the Candle went ou^ 

Alas I do not know : 
Said she I fear not now, Sir, 

My Master nor my Dame ; 
And what this Couple did. Sir, 
. Alas I dare not Name, 
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A Song iw/ <2/'//5^ GUARDIAN. 
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/'^H the Charming Month oi May^ . 
\J \Vhen tiie Breezes fan tjle Trei&s, ^ 
Full of Blossoms fresh and gay, 
Full of Blossoms ff esh' and gay : , 
bh the Channing. Month of*4^J*» . • 
Charming, Charming Month of May^ -. 

Oh what Jdy^ our Prospect yields; ' , 
In a new Livery when w^ isee every, 
Bush and Meadow', T*ree afid Field, drv. 
Oh what Jo^^ <5m^:. ChApftiftg Joys, 6v. 

Oh how fresh the Morning Air, 
When theZephirs aftdHhe Hephirs, 
Their Odoriferous Breathr Compare, 
Oh how fresh, '6*v.' Chartnihg fifefsh, 5^ 

Oh how fittje our Evenings walk, ; ^ 
When the Nightingale dielxghting, J 
With her Songs suspends our Talk,: v 
Oh how fine, ^c^.. Chawningfin^ &*c^ 



Oh 
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Oh how sweet at Night to Dream, 

Oh mossy Pillows by the trillows, 

|bf a gentle Purling StreaiQ, 

6h how sweet, ^c. Charming sweet, ^ct 

QDii how kind the Country Lass, » 

Who her Cows, bilkiflg^ leaves her Milking, 

For a green Go\m upon the Gfttss; ^ t 

Oh how kind, &*c. Charming kind, &*c, 

&ti how sweet it is to spy, ^ 
-At -the Conclusion',' hei^eep confusion^ 
Blushing Cheeks and down cast Eye, 
Ohiiow sweet, i^^^-GhfiUTHaiag sweety -d^^ - — ; 

Oh the Chaiming Curds and CRaxri*, ; 
When all is over she gives her Lover, 
..Who on her SkimmingKii§h garves .hgr N.an)iC»~- . 
Bh the CHarming. Gurds and Crcajp, ^ - yr 
-Charming, Chahuing Curds and Cream. 



Tune, Hopes farewel. 

FATES I defie, I defie you^ Adyaaces, 
Since CteAi has crown'd 
My true Loye with a Smile ; ; . '^ 

I'll laugh at ycmr Darts, 
Your Arrows and £^nbes, ' ' 
Since her' B6'som labourids, ' 
With the Pleasures Of Nile:; '; *f 

You shall never^ 

Me from her sever, 
Since that my Cctlia has thrown by her Scorn ; 

Then forbear; . . / ^ 

To come so near, 
For I from Gz^wx can never be tonu 

m 
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The Country Farmer's Campaign : JBy the 
Author of Banter'd and Bubbl'd, &c. 
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OH Roger IVe been to see Eugene^ 
By Viilars over-reach'd ; 
And that Dutch Earl, great Albertnarle^ 

So foolishly Detach'd : 
For Fhil of Spain^ saw Doway tain, 

And Quesnoy close beset ; 
Saw Frmchtnen grin, at Count Rechstnn^ 
And Dutchmen in a Sweat 

With both my Eyes Auxiliaries^ 

I saw desert our Cause ; 
Old Zinzendorf did buy 'em off, 

But never stopp'd their Maws : 
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Whilst ORMOND he most orderly, 

Did inarch them towards Ghent; 
The German Dogs, with great Dutch Hogs, 

Their towns against him Pent. 

Were not we mad to spend our Blood, 

And weighty Treasure so ; 
Do they deserve, that we should serve, 

Adad we'll make them know : 
The/U be afraid, of Peace and Trade, 

And downfal of the BHfjijja ; 
Our glorious ANN, with France and Spain^ 

Will dance then many a Jigg. 

If they have a mind, 'fore Peace be Sign'd, 

To own Great ANNA's Power ; 
Such Terms she'll get, as she.thinks ^ 

And they shall have no more : 
Great Oxfords Earl, that weighty Pearl, 

And Minister of State : 
With Bollingbrock, I swear adzooks, 

Old England will be great 

We Farmers then, shall be fine Men, 

And Money have good store ; 
Their fflBfjigfofj Tax they'll have with a Pox, 

When Monarchy's no more : 
My Son I'm sure, will ne'er endure, 

To pay their plaguy Funds ; 
'Tis with reproach, they ride in Coach, 

It makes me mad Ads — 

For twenty Years, with Popish fears, 

We have been Banter'd much ; 
With Liberty, and Property, 

And our very good Friends the Dutch : 
But now I hope, our Eyes are ope, 

And France is more Sincere ; 
Then Emperor with all his stir, 

Or Dounders jpivil myn Heir. 

Stiaw- 
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STRAWBERY. 




^ff^ 
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H^ #■ 



fj-j-tt>p---Pi=J 




OF all tl^ iian^^me Ladies, 
Ofjyi*gHQjU>e,iTown do talk 
Who do freqii^tthie Opp'ds^ . 

And. in tki Par^ ,do .^v^ ; 
The many Ipyely Beauties, 
There ^re::w)io dp ^^cci ; 
Yet my Strawb^y^ rs^y ,^awbery^ 
Does bear away the Bell. 

Some cry^up- Madaiit J^5i^— 
For this thiftg afid few? that ; 

And some her ^race <£ Sh— 
ThoV srhe gmws'sdmethiug fat : 

And tho* 1 love her J[f<»— 
And all her Ladies well, 

Yet my'Sirawhayi &a 
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The Kit Cat and the Toasters, 

Did never care a Fig ; 
For any other Beauty, 

Besides the little StSj^iS : 
But for all that Sir Harry, 

That witty Knight can tell, 
Tis my Stra/wberyy &c. 

The red Coats think the Ch—lsy 

The Fairest in the Land ; 
Because the D. their Father, 

The Ar — y does Command : 
But-the-noble.D.of^ — 

Who does all Dukes excel. 
Says my Strawberyy &c. 

Tune, Now the Fights done. 

"V T OW, now the Night's come, 
j[^ And the great God of Love 
Lyes lurking in Shades, 

His bright Arrows to prove : 

He laughs at our Rest, 

And he Darts at our Hearts ; . . 
And a Will that won't still, 

To each Lover imparts. 

He smiles when he feels 

The sharp poin^t of his Dart ; 
And tho' our Breast^s Steel, 

Yet he drives to the Heart. 

Whilst we court and we play. 

He makes a full pass ; 
And ne^'er does delay,- • 

Till we're link'd on tlie Grass. 

Tlu 
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The Scotch Wedding: Or, Lass with the 
Golden Hair. 




NOW yockey and Moggy are ready, 
To gang to the Kirk to sped ; 
As fine as a Laird or Lady, 

For they are resolv'd to wed : 
Come aw let's awa to the Wedding, 

For there will be Lilting there ; 
yockey II be Married to Moggy, 
The Lass with the Golden Hair, 

And foir a whole Month together, 
Brisk yockey a wooing went ; 

'Till Moggy s Mother and Vather, 
At last gave their Consent, 



And 
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And there'll be long Keel and Pottage, 

And bannarks of Barly Meal ; 
And thertl be good Sawt Herring, 

To relish a Cogue of good Ale, 
Come aw iefs, &c. 

And there'll be Sawney the Soater, 

And Will with muckle mow ; 
And there'll be Tommy the Blutter, 

And Andrew the Tinker I trow. 
Come aw let's, &c. 

And there'll be Bow-legg'd Bobby, 

And thumbless Kat^s geud Man ; 
And there'll be blue cheek'd Dolly, 

And Luwry the Laird of the Land, 
Come aw lefs, &c. 

And there'll be low lipper Betly, 
And pluggy fac'd Wat of the Mill ; 

And there'll be famicled Huggy, 
That wins at the Ho of the Hill, 
Come aw lefsy &c. 

And there'll be Annester Dowgale, 
That splay footed Betty did wooe ; 

And mincing Bessey and Tibely, 
And Chrisly, the Belly gut Sow, 
Come aw lefs, &c. 

And Craney that marry'd Steney, 

That lost him his Brick till his Aree ; 

And after was hang'd for stealing, 
It's wfiU that it happen'd no worse. 
Come aw lefs, &c 

And there'll be hopper^ars'd Nancy, 

And Sarey fac'd yenny by Name ; 
Glud Kate and fat legg'd Lissey, 

The Lass with the codling Wem. 
Come aw lefs^ &c. 

And 
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And therell be y^rwifv gof Gibby, 

And his glack'd Wife y^wwj' ^<//y 
And messed skin blosen y^ffdy^ 
The Lad that went Scipper himseL x 
Come aw U^Sy &c. 

ThereH be all the Lads and Lasses, 
Set down in the middle of the Hall ; 

To Sybouse, and Rastack, and Carlings^ 
They are both sodden and raw. - 
Come aw le^s^ &c. 

Therell be Tart Perry and Catham, 
And Fish of geud. Gabback and Skate ; 

Prosody, and Dramuck and Brandy,. , 
And CoUard, Neats-feet in a Plate. 
Come aw Ufs^ &c. 

And there'll be Meal, Kell and Castocks, 
And skink to sup 'till you rive ; 

And Roaches to roast on the Gridiron, 
And Flukes that were tane alive, - 
Come aw /rf'x, &c 

Cropt head Wilks and Pangles, 

And a Meal of good sweting to ney ; 
And when you're all burst with eating' 

We'll rise up and Dance 'till we dey : 
Come aw Id^s awaw to the Wedding^ 

For there wUl be Lilting there; 
Jockey'U he marred to Moggy, 

The Lass with the Golden Hair. 
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The Mistresses : A SoNG Set by Mr. James 
TowNSEND^ the Words iy Mr. Rolfe. 











^ W^ would, but (Jare not venture, 

Fear so mudi b*er-niles her Pass^n ; 

C>4^^ suflfers all to enter, 

Subjects Fame to Inclination : 
Keither^s Method X admire, 

Either is in Love disp^asmgj 
Chlo^s fondness gluts desire 

Lavuis CowSirdise is TTeazihg. 



VOL, VI. 



A A 



Cali^ 



y Google 



354 ^^ L^ s to Purge Melancholy. 

Calia by a Wiser Measure, 

In one faithful Swains embraces ; 
Pays a private Debt to Pleasure, 

Yet for Chast in publick Passes : 
Fair ones follow Calids Notion, 

Free fix)m fear and censure wholly ; 
Ix>ve, but let it be with Caution, 

For Extreams are Shame or Folly. 



A Song. Set by an Eminent Master. 

WHEN embracing my Friends, 
And quafiing Champain ; 
Dull Phlegmatick Spleen, 

Thou assault'st me in vain ; 
Dull Phlegmatick Spleen, 

Thou assault'st me in vain : 
My Pleasures flow pure. 

Without Taint or Allay ; 
And each Glass that I drink, 
Inspires with new Joy. 

My Pleasures thus heightened, 

No Improvement receive ; 
But what the dear Sight 

Of my Phillis can give : 
The Charms of her Eyes, 

The Force of my Wine, 
Do then in Harmonious Confederacy joyn : 
To wrap me with Joys, 
To wrap me with Joys, 
Seraphick, Seraphick, and Divine. 
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A TENEMENT to Let. 








I Have a Tenement to Let, 
I hope will please you all, 
And if you'd know the Name of it, 
Tis caUed Cunny BaU. 

It's seated in a Pleasant Vale, 

Beneath a rising Hill ; 
This Tenement is to be Let, 

To whosoe'er I will 

Por Years, for Months, for Weeks or Days, 

I'll let this famous Bow'r ; 
Nay rather than a Tennant want, 

I'd let it for an Hour. 

There's round about a pleasant Grove, 

To shade it from the Sun ; 
And underneath is Well water 

That. pleasantly does run. 

Where if you're hot you may be cool'd, 

If cold you may find heat ; 
It is a weU contrived Spring, 
Not little nor too great 

A A a The 
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The place is very Dark by Night, 
And so it is by Day ; , 

But when you once are entered in. 
You cannot lose your way. 

And when youVe in, go boldly on. 

As far as e'er you can ; 
And if you reach to the House top. 

You'll be where ne'er was Man. 



Tune;, Draw Cupid Draw. • 

HERE, Chloe hear, 
And do not turn awa}^ 
From my Desire, but quench my Fire, 

And my Love's flames dky : 
And let my Song go along. 
Unto Compassion move \ 
And make yoii kind, 
And bend your mind, 
And melt you into Love 

If Chloe Loves, and Constant ptovcs, = 

Oh ! happy, happy then am I ; . 
But if that she unconstant be. 
And do% delight to T6vd : 
As sure as Gun, - 

I am undone, 
And shan't have power to 11101^. 
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Fashionabie Shepherdess, Set by Mr. 
Ramondon. 



^te^^^s 
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A T the break of niotning light, 
/\ When the marbled Sky look gay ; 
Nature self atf perfett bright, 

Smird to sefe the God of Day : 
Charming {)rpspect, verdajit Trees, 

Azure Hill, enanieird Skyj 
Birds with warbling Throats to please, 

Striving eaqb .which shall outyejr. 



Lisbea 
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Lisbea then with wond'rous hast, 

O'er a green sword Plain she flew ; 
Thus my Angel as she past, I 

The Eyes of ev'ry Shepherd drew : 
When they had the Nymph espyed. 

All amazed cry'd there she goes ; 
Thus by blooming Beauty tryed. 

Thought a second Sun arose. * 



Ev'ry Swain the Sun mistook. 

Dazled by refulgent Charms ; 
And with Joy their Flocks forsook, 

For to follow Love's Alarms : 
All 'till now were perfect Friends, 

Bound by Innocence and Truth; 
Till sly Love to gain his ends, 

Made a difference 'twixt each Youth. 

Each expected which should be. 

Made the happy Man by Love ; 
While for want of Liberty, 

None could truly happy prove : 
But at length they all arriv'd, 

To a charming easie Grove ; 
Where the Nymph had well contrived. 

To be happy with her Love, 

There in s^orous folding twin'd, 

Strephon with his Lishm lay ; 
Both to mutual Joys enclin'd. 

Let their Inclinations stray : 
As the curling Vines embracing, 

Fondly of the Oak around ; 
So the blooming Nymphs caressing, 

Of her Swain with pleasure crown'd. 

How surpriz'd were ev'ry Swain, 
When they found the Nymph engaged ; 

Disappointment heighten'd Pain, 
'Till it made them more enraged : 

Arm 
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Arm your self with Resolution, 

Cry'd the most revengeful he ; 
We'll contrive her Swains Confusion, 

Let him fall as much as we. 

Several Punishments they Invented, 

For to Torture helpless he ; 
All revengeful, ne'er contented, 

Cruel to a vast Degree : 
One more envious in the rear, 

Thus his Sentiments let slip ; 
Make him like the Cavalier, 

And for the Opera him Equip. 



A Scotch Song in the Play caWd Love at 
first Sight : Set by the late Mr. Jer, 
Clark, 
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P£p ^-g4^ 
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THE Rosey Morn^ lukes blith and Gay, 
The Lads and l4S$e^ 00 th^ Plain ; 
Her bcMUiy, bonny sports pass o'er the Day, 

And leave poor yenny tol complain : 
My Satvndfs grown a faithless Loon, 
• And given, giv^n JHo^ that wild Heart \ 
Which eance he swore was aw my own, 
Qut now weese me I've i^carce a part 

Gang thy gate tb^n perjur'd Sawndy^ 

Ise nea mere will Mon believe ; 
Wou'd Ise nere had trusted any, 

Theyfaw Thietes will aw deceive : 
But gin ere Ise get mere Lovers, 

Ise Dissemble as they do; 
For since Lads are grown like Rovers, 

Pray why may na Lasses (qq^ 
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The Restauration : Or the Coventry Song. 
1716. 




^^^^^^j 




s^se? 



^^tegg^ 






^^^fe^^^ 



THE Restauratipn pow'§ the tV^ord, 
A blessecf Revolution ; 
That has secur*$ith(e Church, the Crovp, 

And Engliind*s Constifu^ign ; 
May ev'ry Loyal Soul rejoice, ' 

May tSStitcifS and Canters mourn. Sir; 
Who ever thought that C^entfy^ 
Shou'd make a due Return^ Sib 

We Rally'd the Cbisrch-Milttant, 
And feU to work di^igrdoag, Sir ; 

Craven and G^ are the Names, ■ 
That do adorn .our Soiig,v Sir : 



Beau- 
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Beaufort^ Ormonde Rochester^ 
And more than we can tell, Sir ; 

Are Themes that well deserve the Pen, 
Of brave Sacheverdl, Sir. 

The glorious Sons of Warwickshire^ 

May justly be commended ; 
There's ne'er a Member now Elect, 

That ever has offended : 
Denbigh and Craven we esteem, 

A Loyal Noble pair, Sir ; 
And hope to see our worthy Friend, 

Great Bromly in the Chiar, Sir. 

A Song. 

SUCH an happy, happy Life, 
Ne'er had any other Wife ; 
As the loose Corinna knows, 

Between her Spark, 
Her Spark and Spouse : 
The Husband lies and winks his Eyes, 

The valiant makes Addresses, 
The wanton Lady soon complies, 
With tenderest Caresses. 

The Wife is pleas'd, 
The Husband eas'd. 
The Lover made a drudge, 

His Body's drain'd, his Pocket's squeea'd \ 
And who'll his Pleasure grudge, 
Such an happy^ &c. 

Corinnds gay. 
As Flow'rs in May^ 
And struts with slanting Ayre ; 

The Lovers for her Pride doth pay, 
The Cuckold's free from Care, 
Such an happy ^ &c 

COL- 
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COLLIN'S Complaint. 
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DESPAIRING besides a dear stream, 
A Shepherd forsaken was laid ; 
And whilst a ddse N3rmph was his Theme, 

A Willow supported his Head : 
The Winds that blew over the Plain, 

To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply ; 
And the Brook in return of his Pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

Alas silly Swain that I was, 
Thus sadly complaining he cry'd ; 

When first I beheld that fair Face, 
Twere better by fisu: I had dy'd : 
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She talk'd, and I blest the dear Tongae, 
When she smil'd 'twas a Pleasure too great ; 

I listned, and ciy'd when she Sung, 
Waa Nighting^e ever so swept, 

How foolish was I tp believe^ 

. She cou*d doat on so lowly a Qown ; 

Or that a fond Heart wou*d not grieve, 

"C6 forsake the fii^ Folk of the Town : 
To-thinH that a Beati^ sk> gay,. 

So kind and so constant wou'd prove ; 
Or go clad like our Maidens in Gray, 

(Sr live in a Cottle on Love. 

What tho' I have skill to coiioplain, 

Tho' the Muses my Temples have crown'd ; 
What tho' when they hear my soft Strains, 

The Virgins sit w^epiqg^ound :. 
Ah CQltiH thy Hopes af e in vain, ; 

Thy Pipe ahd thy Lawrel resign ; 
Thy false one inclines to a Swain, 

Whose Musick is sweeter than thine. 

And you my Companioias so dear^ 

Who sorrow- to see me l>^tray^-; 
Whatever I sujQfer forbear, 

Forbear to accuse my false Maid, 
Thd^ thro*^ the wide World we should r^ge,. 

'Tis in vain from our Fortunes to fly ^ 
'Twas hersf t<> be false and'fo diange^ 

'Tis mine to be Cohs^oit anfd die. 

If whilst my hard Fate , I Sjust^n, . ' . 

In her Breast ai^y Pity i$. found j > 
Let her come ^^hth^ Nyi^phs, gf U^^^PJain, 

And see me kid low in the Ground ; ' 
The last humble jBfi^nr that I cx^ye^ , 

Is to shad^me with <5jf^w ami Yew; 
And when she looks; d<>vtn> pn ](ny jG^ye, . . r 

Let her qwi 4^ ^^. §h€g[>hj5^ was tsnie. " 

Then 
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Theft to her ii6w Lote let her gOj 

And deck her itt Golden Array 5 
Be finest at evety fiBe ^itoWy 

And Frolick it ^1 the k>ng Day:; 
Whilst CdHn forgotten ?attd :gobe, 

No more shall be talked of or seen ; 
Unless that beneath the Pale Moon, 

His Ghost 5hall glide over the Gteen. 

The Constant y^^xnoT : Sethy Mr. 
Ramondon. < . 

FAREWEt Chloe.O farewel, 
111 repair to Wars aljEirdas ; 
And in foreign Nations tell. 

Of your Cruelty an4 Chaftns *: 
Come ye briny Kllows rowl, 
And convey me from my Soul, 
Come ye briny Billows rpwl, 
And convey me from my Soul : ' 
Since the cruel Fair, 
The cause of my Despair^ 
Has forq'd me hence to go, 
Where stormy, Winds dp blpw ; 
Where taging Seas do toss and mount. 
With dangers that I canH recount, 

Forgive me showing Aiis my Woe ; 
When raging Seas do tass^ &a 

When you hear of Deeds vsl War^ 
. Acted by your faithful Swain i 
Think, oh think, that from afar, 

Twas you conquer'd all were slain : 
For by calling on your Name, 
I Conquered whereso'er I oatfte ; 
Should my Fate riot be, 
To keep my Body firee, 

From 
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From Wounds and Bruises too. 
Whilst Honour I pursue ; 

Twou'd raise my Reputation^ 

My Pain I'd lose in Passion, 
And glory that 'twas done for you. 

Shou'd grim Death once assail me, 
It cou'd never fright your Slave, 
Fortune self cou'd never fail me, 

Only you can make my Grave : 
My Destiny shou'd grant reprieve, 
I cou'd not Die, if you said live : 
Were it to be found, 
In all the World around, 
An instance of such Love, 
As you in me may prove : 
I'd never ask return, 
But patiently wou'd bum, 
Nor more your generous pity move. 

O my guardian Angel say, 

Can such proofs your Passion gain ; 
If it can I'll bless the Day, 

That I venture on the Main : 
Then with Joy cry Billows rowl. 
And convey me to my Soul : 
Return with gloi^' Crown'd, 
Upon the lowly Ground, 
Kneel at your Feet a while. 
And there my Fears beguile : 
And think my Toyl repaid. 
If you'd vouchsafe dear Maid, 
To crown my Labours with a Smile. 
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The true Use of the BOTTLE. 
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LOVE, the sweets of Love, axe the Joys I most 
mimire, 
Kind an4 acthe Fire^ 
Of a fierce Desire, 
Indulge my Soul, compleat my Bliss ; 
Bat th' affected coldness 
Of Ck/ia diAips my boldness, 
I must bow, protest and Vow, 
And swear aloud, I wouM be Proud) 
When she with equal Aixlour longs to Kiss : 
Bring a Bowl, then bring a Jolly Bowl, 
rU quench fond Lov« within it; ^■■. . 
'I'S'ith flowing Cups ni raise my Soul, 

AndhereVto.,theliap^Mi»utej ^ 
For flush'd with brisk Wine, 

When she's panting and warm ; 
Aad Nature unguarded lets loose her Mind, 
In Hhb Amorous moment the Qipsie lH ^fi^ 
Oblige her an^ tttke lia" )>y Stoi%k 
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1 A Song in the Farce calVd the Younger 
the Wiser : Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 
Sung by Mr. Leveridge, 
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' OW happ/s he who weds a Wife, 
^ Well practised, well practised in the £ortdm 

'Jd^\ ,.-..,. . ^ 

JDtjU 'Ciim6y Brides ^ Sense njgty wabxt. 
To hide the Favours which they grant 

Hi)whag[)P)^^h5wbQ.wfid5iL.W&,. .^..^.. ^. 
Well pdractis'd, jRrell practised in the London life ; 
WSS^L^uioH^vf^O^tX.^^ 
Discreetly please the Men they FooL 

Haw happyfs hewho weds a^Wjfe, 

Well ^r^tis'd, Well pratti&'d In the LcriSm Life. 
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A Song- Sei by Mr. Ramondon. Sung 
ai the Theatre. 
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HOW Channing PhiUis is, how Fair, 
How Charming PhiUis is, how Fair, 

O that she were as willing, 
To ease my woimded Heart of Care, 

And make her Eyes less killing : 
To ease my wounded Heart of Care, 

And make her Eyes less killing, 
To ease my wounded Heart of Care, 

And make her Eyes less killing, 
To ease my wounded Heart of Care, 

And make her Eyes less killing : 
I sigh, I sigh, I languish now, 

And Love will not let me rest ; 
I drive about the Park and Bow, 

Where'er I meet my Dearest 



A Song. Set by Mr. Berenclow. 

T T THY will Clemme^ when I gaze, 
V V My ravished Eyes reprove; 
And chide 'em from the only Face,^ 
That they were made tt) Love : 



W 



y Google 



P I L L s /(? Purge Melancholy. 373 

Was not I bom to wear your Chain, 

I should delight to rove ; 
From your cold Province of Disdain, 

To some warm Land of Love. ^ 

But shou'd a gentle Nymph when try'd, ^ 

To me prove well inclined ; ^ 

My destined Heart must yet reside, i 

With you the most unkind ; .| 

So destined Exiles as they roam. 

While kindly us'd elsewhere ; , 

Still languish after Native home, 

Tho' Death, Death is threatned there. 
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